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TO    THEIR 

Royal   Highnesses 
the 

Prince  of  Wales, 

AND    THE 

Princess  Royal. 


S  I  R, 


]HE    Honour    I 
gave  my  felf,  a 


few  Years    ago, 

to  fend  into  the 

Worldlhe  Firft  Edition  of 

this  Work,  under  the  Aufpi- 

A  2  ces 


iv    DEDICATION. 

ces  of  Your  Royal  High- 
NESs's.Name,  being  attended 
with  your  gracious  Approba- 
tion, and  a  kind  Reception  of 
the  Work  in  the  World,  I  truft, 
on  the  ftill-rifing  Luftre  of 
your  Fame  for  all  Princely 
Goodnefs  and  Virtue,  that 
your  Royal  Highness  will 
be  gracioufly  pleas'd,  on  Occa- 
sion of  this  Second  Edition,  to 
indulge  me  in  the  fame  Hot 
nour  a  Second  Time. 

But  your  Royal  Highness 
fees,  that  I  have  ventur'd,  on 
this  Occafion,  to  divide  the 
Patronage  of  my  Labour.  To 
Your  Name;  SIR, I  have  ven- 
tur'd 


DEDICATION,     v 

tur'd  to  join  that  of  the  Prin- 
cess Royal;  humbly  befeech- 
ing  Her  Royal  Highness, 
that  She  likewife  wilt  be  gra 
cioufly  pleas'd  to  indulge  me 
in  this  Honour :  while  the  prin- 
cipal Point  I  have  in  View,  is, 
to  exhibit,  for  the  Ingenious 
of  both  Sexes  of  my  Readers, 
thenobleft  Patterns  of  Virtue; 
and  to  derive  upon  a  Work, 
which  is  deftin'd-  to  the  Ad- 
vancement of  Piety  and  Har- 
mony, the  Influences  of  Two 
Royal  Names,  which  are 
diftinguifti'd  by  thofe  Graces 
in  all  their  Luftre. 

Accept,  Sir   and  Madam, 

of 


vi    DEDICATION, 

of  my  humble  Profeflions  of 
Duty  to  Your  Royal  High- 
nesses; and  be  gracioufly 
pleas'd  to  believe,  that  None 
of  Their  Majesties  happy 
Subjects  more  fervently  pray 
for  all  earthly  and  heavenly 
Happinefs  to  Their  Ma- 
jesties, your  selves  and 
the  whole  Royal  Family, 
than, 

May  it  pleafe  Your  Royal  Hignefies, 
Your  Royal  Highneffes 
Mofi  dutiful 
tnofi  obliged  and 
mofi  obedient 
Servant, 

John  Chriftian  Jacobi. 


The  Preface. 


|S  it  is  but  a  few  Years  ago  fincc 
the  Firft  Fdition  of  this  Ger* 
I  man  Pfalmody  in  Englifh  was 
I9f  publifh'd  here,  the  Appearance 
of  this  Second  Edition  muft,  methinks,  be 
allow'd  to  be  no  inconfiderable  Teftimony 
to  the  Piety  and  Benevolence  of  the  Eng- 
lifh Nation,  nor  to  the  Edifying  Spirit,  at 
leaft,  with  which  this  well  intended  little 
Work  is  written.     The  Merit  of  the  Ori- 
ginal   is    celebrated    among    Numbers  of 
Men  of  Learning,  Tafte  and  Piety,  befides 
Thole  who  are  Natives  of  Germany  \  but  'tis 
a  very  difficult  Matter,  I  conceive,  to  {hew 
it  in  all  its  Luftre  in  a  Tranfiation:  At  leaft, 
I  have  found  it  fo;  and  have  been  frequently 
obliged,  in  the  Courfe  of  this  Labour,  to 
fit  down  contented  with  the  Lofs  of  Beau- 
ties which  I  could  not  reach.     But  to  the 
reigning   Senfe,    or  principal  Meaning,    I 
have,   I  truft,    been   every  where  ftricily 
faithful 

But  I  muft  acquaint  the  Reader,  that  on 
Occafion  of  this  Second  Edicion,  I  have 
retouch'd  feveral  Macters,  and  alter' d  the 

whole 
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whole  Frame  of  feveral  Compofitions  which 
appear1  J  in  theJFirft  Edition.  And  thefe 
Things,  I  riatter  my  felf,  I  have  done  abun^ 
dandy  for  the  better.  I  have  likewife  ad- 
ded to  this  Edition  feveral  Copies  from  the 
German^  which  were  not  inferted  in  the 
Firft  ;  ?nd  by  which,  I  truft  the  pious 
Reader  will  not  be  unprofitably  entertain 'd. 
In  a  Word,  T  have  made  this  Edition  as 
perf  nd  valuable  as  I  could  ;  and  allure 
mv  (elf,  he  good  Reader  will  be  fatisfied, 
th::r  Icings  are  plain  and  ufeful  where  I 
have  fail'd  in  Point  of  Beauty  or  Embelliftt- 
nient. 

I.  mjift  not  omit,  on  this'Occafion,  to  ac- 
quaint the  Reader,  that  the  Firft  Edition  of 
this  Work  hath  not  only  been  kindly  re-. 
ceiv'd  by  Numbers  in  this  Kingdom,  but 
likewife  by  great  Numbers  in  both  the  In- 
dies >  and  hath,  in  thofe  laft  Places,  as  I 
have  the  Happinefs  to  be  well  inform'd,  not 
a  little  contributed  to  the  Advancement  of 
Chriftian  Piety  and  Learning, 

I  commend  my  felf.  good  Reader,  to  all 
thy  Favour  and  Indulgence,  with  Refped: 
to  this  Edition,  and  am,  in  Christ, 

thy   bearfy  Wdl-lV^ 
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UPON     THE 


Incarnation  of  CHRIST. 

Nun  komm  der  Heyden  Heyland. 


O  W  the  Saviour  comes  indeed, 
Of  the  Virgin-Mother's  Seed, 

To  the  Wonder  of  Mankind, 
By  the  Lord  himfelf  defign'd. 

II- 

Not  begot  like  Men  unclean, 
But  without  the  Stain  of  Sin  j 

In  our  Nature  God  was  born, 
Us  to  fave,  who  were  forlorn. 

III. 

Though  the  Virgin  was  with  Child, 

Chaftity  prov'd  undefil'd  ; 
All  the  Female  Virtues  were 

Thron'd  in  her,  for  God  was  there. 

B  From 


2  T'ke  Incarnation  0/* Christ* 

IV. 

From  his  Chambers  forth  he  went; 

Left  the  Glorious  Element ; 

And,  at  once  both  God  and  Man* 
He  his  bleffcd  Courfe  began. 

V. 

From  his  Father's  Breaft  he  came  y 

And  returned  to  him  again. 

Having  firft,  our  Foes  to  quell, 
Triumph'd  over  Death  and  Hell. 

VI. 

O  Thou  God-like  every  Way, 

Carry  thy  victorious  Sway 
In  the  Flefh  to  fuch  a  Length, 
That  we  gain  thy  Godly  Strength. 

VIL 

Lord,  thy  Crib  fhines  bright  and  clear, 
Chacing  Darknefs  ev'ry  where. 
Let  no   Sin  o'ercloud  this  Light, 
That  our  Faith  be  always  bright. 

VIIL 

Glory  to  the  God  of  Love ! 
Glory  to  his  Son  above  ! 

Glory  to  the  Spirit  be ! 

Glory  to  the  BlefTed  Three. 


Wit 


lhe  Incarnation  of  Christ. 

Wie  foil  ich  dich  empfangen. 
To  the  Tune  :    Commit  thy  Ways  and  Goings. 

I. 

HO  W   (hall  I  meet  my  Saviour  ? 
How  (hall  I  welcome  Thee  ? 
What  Manner  of  Behaviour 

Is  now  required  of  me  ? 
Let  thine  Illumination 

Set  Heart  and  Hands  aright, 
That  this   my  Preparation 
Be  pleafmg  in  thy  Sight. 

II. 

Whilft  with  the  gayeft  Flowers 

Thy  Sion  ftrews  the  Way, 
I'll  raife  with  all  my  Powers 

To  Thee,  a  grateful  Lay  : 
To  Thee  the  Ring  of  Glory 

I'll   tune  a  Song  Divine  ; 
And  make  thy  Love's  bright  Story 

In  graceful  Numbers  ftiine. 

III. 

What  haft  thou  not  performed, 

Lord,    to  recrieve  my  Lofs, 
While  I  was  fo  deformed 

By  Sin  and  Hellilh  Drofs  ? 
The  Senfe  of  loft  Salvation 

Quite  drove  me  to  Defpair, 
But  thy  own  Incarnation 

Brought  my  Redemption  near. 

B  2  1 
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'The  Incarnation  of  Christ. 

IV. 

I  lay  in  Fetters  groaning, 

Thou  cam'ft  to  fet  me  free. 
My  Shame  I  was  bemoaning ; 

With  Grace  thou  cloathedft  me. 
Thou  raifeft  me  to  Glory  ; 

EndowTt  me  with  thy  Blifs, 
Which  is  not  tranfitory, 

As  worldly  Treafure  is. 

V. 

What  caus'd  thy  Incarnation  ? 

What  brought  Thee  down  to  me 
Thy  Love  to  my  Salvation 

Contrived  my  Liberty. 
O  Love,  beyond  Expreffion  ! 

Wherewith  thou  doft  embrace 
Mankind  in  itsDigreffion 

From  Thee,  the  Source  of  Grace. 
VI. 
Let  this  Confideration 

Heal  up  your  Wounds  within, 
Ye  Sons  of  Defolation, 

That  feel  the  Smart  of  Sin. 
Take  Courage,  your  Salvation 

Stands  waiting  at  the  Door ; 
The  Gofpel  Confolation 

Is  nearer  than  before. 
VII. 
'Tis  none  of  your  Endeavour, 

Nor  any   Mortal  Care 
CouM  draw  his  Sovereign  Favour 

To  Sinners  in  Defpair;  Un- 


tfhe  Incarnation  of  Christ.         $ 

■  UncalPd  he  comes  with  Gladnefs 

To  fave  you  from  the  Fall, 
And  cure  all  Grief  and  Sadnefs 

You're  ftill  oppreft  withal. 
VIII. 
Be  not  caft  down  nor  frighted 

At  Sin,  tho'  ne'er  fo  great ; 
No !  J  ejus  is  delighted 

The  Greateft  to  remit. 
He  comes  repenting  Sinners 

With  Life  and  Love  to  crpwn  ; 
And  make  them  happy  Winners 

Of  Glory  like  his  own. 

IX. 

Then  fear  not  ye  the  Clamour 

Of  Satan  and  his  Clan; 
The  Word,  his  powerful  Hammer* 

Deftroys  their  wicked  Plan. 
He  comes  as  King  of  Glory, 

Whofe  Nod  confounds  their  Hoft ; 
He  carries  all  before  ye. 

And  baffles  all  their  Boaft. 

X. 

He  comes  to  pafs  his  Sentence 

On  all  his  Enemies. 
But  Children  of  Repentance 

Shall  meet  with  Love  and  Peace. 
Come,  Prince  of  Grace  and  Wonder} 

Fetch  thy  Beloved  Home; 
Reveal  thy  Glories  yonder; 

Thy  longing  Spoufe  fays,  Come  ! 

The 
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The  Nativity  of  CHRIST. 

Gelobet  feyjlu  Jefu  Chrijl. 
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I. 

UE   Praifes  to  th'  incarnate  Love, 
Manifefted  from  above ! 
All  Men  and  Angels  now  adore 
What  we,  nor  they  have  feen  before.  Halleh 

II. 

The  blefied  Father's  only  Son 

Chofe  a  Manger  for  his  Throne : 
In  the  mean  Veft  of  Flelh  and  Blood, 
Was  cloathed  God,  th'  eternal  Good.     Hah 

III. 

Who  had  the  World  at  his  Command, 
Wants  his  Mothers  fwadling  Hand. 

Th'  Almighty  Word  was  pleas'd  to  come 
A  helplefs  Infant  from  the  Womb.     HalleL 

IV. 

Th'  eternal  Splendor  is  in  Sight ; 

Gi  es  the  World  its  faving  Light; 
And  drives  the  Clouds  of  Sin  away, 
To  make  us  Children  of  the  Day.        Hal. 

V.  God's 
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.      V. 

God's  only  Son,  and  equal  God, 

Took  amongft  us  his  Abode  ; 
And  open'd,  through  thisWorld  of  Strife, 
A  Way  to  everlafting  Life.  Hallelujah. 

VI. 

In  Poverty  he  came  on  Earth, 

To  enrich  us  by  h's  Birth, 
And  make  us  Heirs  ofendlefs  Blifs, 
With  all  the  darling  Saints  of  his.        Hal, 

VII. 

This  all  he  did  that  he  might  prove 
Unknown  Wonders  of  his  Love  j 

Then  let  us  All  unite  to  fing 

Praife  to  our  New-born  God  and  King.  Hal. 


Mel :  Lobt  Gott  ihr  Chrijlen  all  zugleicb 

I. 

SHepherds,  rejoyce,  lift  up  your  Eyes, 
And  fend  your  Fears  away ! 
News  from  the  Region  of  the  Skies : 
Salvation's  born  to  Day*     Salvation's  born  to  Day 

II. 

Jefus,  the  God,  whom  Angels  fear, 
Comes  down  to  dwell  with  you  ; 

To  Day  he  makes  his  Entrance  here, 
But  not  as  Monarchs  do.  III.  No 


$  The  Nativity  of  Christ. 

III. 

No  Gold  nor  Purple  fwadling  Bands* 

Nor  Royal  fhining  Things  ; 
A  Manger  for  his  Cradle  ftands,- 

And  holds  the  King  of  Kings. 

IV. 

Go  Shepherds  !  where  this  Infant  lies, 

And  fee  his  humble  Throne, 
With  Tears  of  Joy  in  all  your  Eyes, 

Go  Shepherds!  kifs  the  Son. 
V. 

Thus  Gabriel  fang,  and  ftrait  around 

The  heav'nly  Armies  throng  ; 
They  turie  their  Harps  to  lofty  Sound, 

And  thus  conclude  the  Song  : 

VI. 

Glory  to  God,  that  reigns  above  ! 

Let  Peace  furround  the  Earth : 
Mortals  fhall  know  their  Maker's  Love, 

At  their  Redeemers  Birth. 

VIL 

Lord,  and  fhall  Angels  have  their  Songs, 

And  Men  no  Tunes  to  raife  ? 
O  !  may  we  loofe  our  ufelefs  Tongues, 

When  they  forget  to  praife. 

VIII. 

Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above  ! 

That  pity'd  us  forlorn : 
We  join  to  fing  our  Maker's  Love, 

For  there's  a  Saviour  bom 

On 
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On  New- Year's  Day. 

Das  alte  "Jahr  vergangen  ijl. 

WITH  this  New  Year  we  raife  New  Songs, 
To  praife  the  Lord  with  Heart?  and 
For  his  Support  in  Troubles  pair,  (Tongues, 
Wherewith  our  Life  was  overcaft 

II. 
O !  grant  us,  Jefu*  Prince  of  Peace, 
Thy  conftant  Aid,  thy  conftant  Grace, 
That  we  may,  thro'  the  rolling  Year, 
Serve  Thee  with  filial  Love  and  Fear. 
III. 
O  !  may  we  never  lofe  thy  Truth 
(The  Prop  of  Age,  the  Guard  of  Youth) 
Keep  from  us  fuperftitious  Fears. 
Banifh  falfe  Do&rine  from  our  Ears. 
IV. 
Guard  us,  oh  !  guard  us  from  all  Sin : 
And  let  us  be  renewed  within  : 

Of  Errors  paft  the  Records  rend,    . 
O  !  Thou,  whofe  Mercy  knows  no  End. 
V. 
Grant  us  to  lead  a  holy  Life. 
And  when  we  leave  this  World  of  Strife, 
O  !  bring  us  to  that  joyful   Day, 
When  thou  wilt  wipe  all  Tears  away. 
VI. 
Then  fhall  thy  Praife  a-new  begin, 
Without  th'  Allay  of  Self  and  Sin. 

Maintain,  O  Lord,  our  Faith  and  Love, 
Till  we  behold  thy  Face  above. 

C  Helfft 


io  On  New- Year's  Day. 


Helffi  mir  Gottes  Giite  preifen. 


COME,  let  us  All,  with  Fervour, 
On  whom  HeavVs  Mercies  fhine, 
To  our  Supreme  Preferver 
In  tuneful  Praifes  join 
Another  Year  is  gone; 

Of  which  the  tender  Mercies 
(Each  pious  Heart  rehearfes) 
Demand  a  grateful  Song. 
IL 
Tell  o'er,  with  true  Devotion, 
The  Wonders  of  his  Grace : 
Let  no  polluting  Notion 
Our  GrJAtit&afe  deface. 
But  liiil  remember  well, 

That  this  Year's  Renovation 
Renews  our  Obligation 
To  fight  'gainff  Sin  and  Hell. 

III. 

His  Grace  is  ftillpreferving 

Oar  Peace  in  Church  and  State  ; 
Pi    Love  h  never  fwerving, 

I  t  Spite  of  Satan's  Hate. 
>ns'd  with  open  Hand, 

His  B  effin  fs  on  this  Nation 
S.  d  off  Declanon, 

And  fave  a  finful  Land.  IV.  'Tis 
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On  New-Tear's  Day*  ir 

IV. 

Tis  his  eternal  Kindnefs 

That  fpares  us  from  the  Rod. 
Tho'  long  our  wilful  Blindnefs 

Has  fore'  provok'd  our  God 
To  pour  his  Vengeance  down  ; 

Yet  ftill  he  Grace  provides  us ; 

And  ftill  his  Mercy  hides  us 
From  his  own  dreadful  Frown. 

V. 
The  Source  of  all  Compaffion 

Pities  our  feeble  Frame, 
When  turning  from  Tranfgreffion 

We  come  in  Jefu?  Name, 
Before  his  holy  Face  ; 

Then  ev'ry  finful  Motion 

Is  caft  into  the  Ocean 
Of  never-failing  Grace. 

VI. 

To  Cbrift  our  Peace  is  owing  : 

Through  him  thou  art  appeas'd. 
Through  him  thy  Love's  ftill  flowing: 

O  !  wilft  Thou  then  be  pleas'd, 
Through  Cbrifi,  thy  Grace  to  fend, 

In  all  its  Strength  and  Beauty, 

To  keep  us  in  our  Duty, 
•Till  thefe  frail  Days  (hall  end. 


C  2  Mein 


if  On  New-Year's  Day. 


Mein  Vater  zeuge  mich  dein  Kind. 

I. 

MY  Father  !  form  thy  Child  according 
to  thine  Image  : 
Create,  O  God,  in  me  a  new  and  contrite 
Heart : 
Vouchfafe  to  number  me  in  thine  unfpotted 
Lineage  ; 
And  make  me  fo  by  Grace,  as  thou  by  Na- 
ture art. 

II. 

My  Light !  enlighten  me  with  thy  tranfcen- 

dent  Favour ; 
Clear  up  my  difmal  Heart;  difpelthe  Clouds 

of  Sin  ; 
By  Nature  Nothing  elfe  but  finful  Things  I 
favour  ; 
If  Thou  withdrawal  thy  Light,  I  am  all 
blind  within 

III. 
My  everlafting  Way !  unbar  the  Gates  of 
Salem, 
That  I  may  enter  in,  and  tread  the  Paths 
of  Peace ; 
Pve  fojourn'd  long  enough  amongft  the  Sons 
of   Balaam, 
And  now  I  long  for  Home,  where  Sighs 
and  Sin  fhall  ceafe. 

IV.  O 
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IV. 

O  Thou  eternal  Truth  !  Let  me  thy  Grace 

inherit  ; 
And  brighten  up  my  Mind  with  thy  Serenity  ; 
And   may  thy  glorious  Word  caft  out  the 
lying  Spirit, 
And  ftrengthen  me  to  ftand  againft  that 
Enemy. 

V. 

My  Life  !  live  Thou  in  me,  that  I  in  Thee 
he  living, 
For  without  Thee  I'm  dead  to  all  that's 
truly  Good ; 
Thou  art  the  Bread  of  Li  fe  •,  this  Manna  is 
thy  giving  ; 
Feed  my  diftreffed  Soul  with  that  Celeftial 
Food. 

VI. 

My  Lamb  !  moft  innocent,  meek,  patient,  full 
of  Sweetnefs, 
Create  thy  lamb-like  Mind  in  me  thy  Bray- 
ing Sheep  : 
Enable  me  to  bear,  with  Patience  and  with 
Meeknefs, 
The  Crofs  made  light  to  me  by  wounding 
Thee  fo  deep. 

VII. 
My  Matter!  Teach  thou  me  to  know  my 
great  Creator; 
Without  thy   Light  I    can't  behold  God 
who  is  Light ; 

In- 
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Inftruft  my  Heart  and  Lips  to  call  him  Abla 
Father, 
That  mine  Addrefies  may  be  pleafing  in  his 
Sight. 

VIII. 
My  High-Prieft !   do  not  ceafe  to  pray  for 
thy  loft  Creature ; 
Upon  the  Father  call  with  me  incefTantly ; 
Thy  Holy  Spirit's  Groans  fupport  me,  when* 
frail  Nature 
In  th'  inward  Combat  fhrinks,  and  has  no 
Strength  to  cry. 

IX. 
My   King  !  defend    thou  me,  when  Flefh, 
World,  Sin  and  Devil 
Affault  the  Spark  of  Grace,  thou  haft  vouch- 

faf  d  to  me  ; 
The  Shadow  of  thy  Wings  proteft  my  Soul 

from  Evil, 
For  he's  alone  fecure,  who  trufts  alone  in 
Thee. 

X. 
My  Shepherd  !  feed  my  Soul  with  Food  of 
thy  Salvation  5 
And  lead  me,  when  I  thirft,  unto  the  Wa- 
ter-Springs ; 
Reftrain  me  when  my  Soul  gives  Way  to 
ftrong  Temptation-, 
My  wandring   Mind  bring  back,    when 
pleas'd  with  empty  Things. 
XL 
My  great  Phyfician!  heal  my  Soul,  whofe 
Sores  are  many, 

Caus'd 
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Caus'd  by  my  num'rous  Sins,  fo  heinous 
and  fo  foul. 
That  Sov'reign  Remedy,  thy  Blood  that's  fhcd 
for  Any, 
Whofe  Refuge  are  thy  Wounds,  apply  un- 
to my  Soul. 

XII. 
My  Friend !  beftow  on  me  thine  AU-fufficienC 
Graces ; 
Confirm  me  more  and  more  in  holy  Faith- 
fulnefs : 
Grant  me  full  Confidence  to  fly   to    thine 
Embraces, 
When  Satan,  Sin  and  Hell  my  trembling 
Soul  opprefs. 

XIII. 
My  Bridegroom!  love  me  (till,  endow  me 
with  thy  Spirit  ; 
Enrich  me  with  thy  Grace ;  print  on  my 
Heart  thy  Seal  ; 
Thy  fweet  embracing  Love,  O  Lord,  let  me 
inherit ; 
And  to  my  longing  Soul  thy  wond'rous  Self 
reveal. 

XIV. 
My  one  and  all !  let  me  with  thee  be  fo  united, 
That  I  may  love  but  Thee,  and  fcorn  all 
Earthly  Toys; 
And  when  I  am  by  Death  t'appear  before 
Thee  cited, 
O,  may  I  be  prepar'd  for  all  thv  glorious 
Joys. 

Upon 
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Upon  the  Epiphany  of  Christ. 

Mel :  Vom  Himmel  hoch  da  komtn  ich  her. 

To  the  Tune :  With  this  New  Tear,  &c. 

I. 

HE  reigns,  the  Lord  our  Saviour  reigns  ; 
Praife  him  in  Evangelick  Strains  i 
Let  all  the  Earth  in  Songs  rejoyce, 
And  diftant  Iflands  join  their  Voice. 
II 
The  Lord  is  come,  the  Heav'ns  proclaim 
His  Birth,  the  Nations  learn  his  Name  > 
An  unknown  Star  directs  the  Road 
Of  Eaftern  Sages  to  their  God. 
III. 
All  ye  bright  Armies  of  the  Skies, 
Go  worlhip  where  the  Saviour  lies. 
Angels  and  Kings  before  him  bow, 
The  Great  on  high,  and  Great  below. 
IV. 
Let  Idols  totter  to  the  Ground, 
And  their  own  Worlhipers  confound  ; 
But  '/  dah  Ihout,  but  Zxon  fing, 
And  Earth  confefs  her  Sov'reign  King, 
V. 
Rejoice,  ye  Chriftians,  and  record 
The  Sacred  Honours  of  the  Lord  : 
None  but  the  Souls  that  feel  his  Grace, 
Can  triumph  in  his  Holinefs. 

Of 
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O  Jefu  fiifs  !   wer  dein  gedenckt. 
To  the  Tune:  O  Lord,    how  many  Miferies. 


SWEET  Jefu  !  when  I  think  on   Thee, 
My  Heart  for  Joy  doth  leap  in  me. 
Thy  blefs'd  Remembrance  yields  Delight; 
But  Far  more  fweet  will  be  thy  Sight. 
II. 
When  I  th'incarnate  Jefus  fpy, 
I'm  loft  in  Joy,  in  Tranfport  die  ; 
When  with  his  Name  I'm  charrnd in  Song, 
I  wilh  myfelf  all  Ear  and  Tongue. 
III. 
Of  him,  who  did  Salvation  bring, 
I  could  for  ever  think  and  ling. 
Arife,  ye  Guilty  :  he'll  forgive  ; 
Arife,  ye  Poor  :  for  he'll  relieve. 
IV. 
His  Grace  but  afk,  and  'twill  be  giv'n : 
He'll  raife,  and  turn  your  Hell  to  Heav'n. 
When  Sin  and  Sorrow  wounds  the  Sou?, 
The  Balm  of  Cbrift  will  make  it  whole. 
V. 
If  difmal  Clouds  the  Mind  affright, 
His  Beams  clear  up  the  mournful  Night. 
Thefe  Pleafures  are  beyond  Compare  : 
His  Love  exceeds  our  Wifh  and  Pray'r. 

D  VI.  His 
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VI. 

His  Praifc  whene'er  we  ftrive  ro  tell, 
Our  Pens  muft  flag,  our  Tongues  muft  fail  j 
The  Joy's  too  great,  we  muft  confefs  j 
We  feel  a  Blifs  we  can'rexprefs. 
VII. 
O  wondrous  Jefu  !  Greateft  Ring  ! 
The  World  doth  with  thy  Triumphs  ring ; 
Thou  conquer'ft  all,  below,  above, 
Dire  Fiends  with  Force,  and  Men  with  Love. 
VIII. 
Thus  difPrent  Ways  thou  giv'ft  thy  Laws : 
Some  Terror  frights  ;  Some  Softnefs  draws. 
O,  dart  upon  us  thy  bright  Ray, 
Expelling  Darknefs,  bringing  Day. 

IX. 

For  thy  Seraphick  Sweets,  we  find, 
Can  cure  the  Confcience,  and  the  Mind ; 
Chace  Errors,  which  our  Souls  benight : 
No  Fiend  nor  Falfhood  bears  thy  Sight. 

X. 

This  (hews  the  World  Things  hid  before: 
Its  Glory's  Shame,  its  Riches  poor  , 
Its  Pride  Difgrace,  its  Pleaiure  Pain, 
Its  WifdomNonfenfe,  Eus'nefs  vain. 

XL 

Thy  Sunlike  Light  drives  far  the  Cold ; 

Eniight'ning  Love,  obfcuring  Gold  ; 
For  thev  whofe  Sight  its  Beams  reftore, 
Defpife  the  Purfe,  to  prize  the  Poor. 

XII.  With 
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XII. 

With  Love  of  thee  I'm  overcome, 
Lntranc'd  with  Joy,  with  Pleafure  dumb  ; 
When  on  the  Crofs  I  thee  behold, 
I  lofe  all  Strength,  grow  dead  with  Cold. 

XIII. 

The  wounding  Spear  doth  pierce  my  Heart: 
When  thou  art  nail'd,  I  feel  the  Smart : 

Thy  dying  Groans  my  Sighs  difplay  ; 

Thou  bowTt  thy  Head,  I  faint  away. 

XIV. 

Ye  Hearts  of  Stone,  come  melt  to  fee, 
That  this  was  done  for  you  and  me. 

His  Griefs  procur'd,  that  we're  forgiv'n  ; 

And  on  his  Blood  we  fwim  to  Heav'n. 
XV 

To  fhame  our  Sins,  he  blulhM  in  Blood ; 

He  clos'd  his  Eyes  to  fhew  us  God  : 

Let  all  the  World  fall  down,  and  know, 
That  none  but  God  fuch  Love  could  fliow. 
XVI. 

His  Love  with  equal  Warmth  purfue; 

Burn  for  him,  as  he  flam'd  for  you  ; 
Love  fhou'd  Returns  of  Love  infpire, 
And  his  bright  Flames  fet  us  on  Fire. 
XVII. 

View  well  his  Face,  and  winning  Charms, 

And  fly  with  Speed  into  his  Arms  ; 

Thy  Love,  my  Saviour     ne'er  can  cloy, 
Fountain  of  Blifs,  and  Source  of  Joy. 

D  2  XVIII.  Oh  ! 
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XVIII. 

Oh  !  Let  me  ever  ftiare  thy  Grace, 
Still  tafte  thy  Love  and  fee  thy  Face  ; 

Still  let  my  Tongue  refound  thy  Name, 

And  J ef as  be  my  conftant  Theme. 
XIX. 
For  tho'  I  can't  Words  worthy  fpeak, 
Yet  (top  my  Tongue,  my  Heart  will  break  ; 

Big  with  thy  Love,  I  muft  to  Joy 

Give  Vent,  left  I  in  Pieces  fly. 
XX. 
For  when  thy  Charms  croud  in  my  Mind, 
I  fplit,  unlefs  a  Vent  I  find  : 

Thy  Merits  in  my  Mem'ry  roll ; 

They  footh  my  Thoughts,and  raife  mySoul. 
XXI. 
The  Love  of  Chrifi's  ftupendous  Meat ; 
It  fills  me,  yet  I  ftill  could  eat  • 

With  this  his  Food  Pm  never  cloy'd  j 

Still  hungry,  tho'  I'm  ever  fed. 

XXIL 

Infatiate  to  thy  Spring  I  fly  ; 
I  drink,  and  yet  am  ever  dry  : 

As  Dropfy  loves  the  liquid  Store, 

I  fwell,  and  yet  I  thirft  for  more. 
XXIII. 
Againft  its  Charms  I  can't  be  Proof! 
Ah  !  who  that  loves  can  have  enough  ? 

No  Heathen  in  this  Feaft  delights; 

It  is  not  for  fuch  Appetites. 

XXIV.  No 
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XXIV. 

No  Beauty  to  the  Blind  appears  : 
Sweet  Sounds  are  loft  on  deafen'd  Ears  ; 

Chnft  is  to  me  a  pleating  Feaft ; 

They  Jefus  love,  who  Jejus  taite. 

XXV. 

Of  this  his  Love  who's  once  a  Tafte, 
Will  thirft  for  more     his  Thirft  will  laft  ; 

But  they  thrice  happy  Lovers  prove, 

Whofe  Hearts  are  fill'd  with  Jefu'  Love. 
XXVI. 
Thy  Name  adorns  the  Angels  Sphere, 
Pleafes  the  Tafte,  and  charms  the  Ear  ; 

Ten  thoufand  Times  I  thee  defire  ; 

If  thou  withdrawTt,  I  muft  expire. 
XXVII. 

When  fhall  thy  higheft  Love  be  try'd  ? 
"When  fhall  my  Soul  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

Remembring  thee,  I  panting  lye  ; 

Thy  Love  both  makes  me  live  and  die. 

XXVIII. 
I  rile  and  fink  in  Ecftafy, 
Reviv'd  with  Love,  and  kilPd  with  Joy. 

Sweet  Love  !  in  Publick  ftill  I  figh, 

And  ftill  forThee  in  Secret  cry. 

XXIX. 

'Tis  thee  I  love:  ForThee  alone 

I  fhed  my  Tears  and  make  my  Moan. 

Where'er  I  am,  where'er  I  move, 

I  meet  the  Objeft  of  my  Love. 

XXX-  In 
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XXX. 

In  finding  him,  my  Hours  are  bled; 
And  when  he's  found,  I'll  hold  him  f aft. 

0  Blifs  !  the  Lord  I  fought,  appears ; 
My  Sighs  are  loft  with  all  my  Fears* 

XXXI. 

Let  Love  for  Joy  Ho/anna  jfing  ; 
Heav'n,  Earth  with  Hallelujahs  ring  ; 
To  celebrate  this  welcome  Day, 

1  dance,  and  die  for  Love  away. 

XXXII. 

The  Love  of  Jefus  now  (hall  laft, 
And  keep  its  moft  tranfporting  Tafte : 

No  more  I  lofe  it ;  no  more  mourn  ; 

Its  Flame  continual  lhall  burn. 
XXXIII. 
Sent  from  above  this  Fire  fhall  glow, 
Nor  die  as  temp'ral  Fire  below  ; 

It  melts  my  Marrow,  warms  my  Blood  ; 

Lights  up,  but  not  confumes  its  Food. 
XXXIV. 

Ev'n  as  the  Damn'd  I  Heat  fuftain  ; 
But  mine's  of  Pieafure,  their'sofPafn. 

What  wond'rous  Love  is  this  I  (hare  ! 

It  burns  ;  yet  doth  refreih  like  Air. 

XXXV. 

Come,  Sinners !  learn  of  me  to  love  ; 
All  wanton  Charms  from  you  remove ; 

My  Paflion's  chafte,  divinely  good  ; 

You  love  Men's  Daughters,  I  my  God. 

XXXVI.  He  s 
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XXXVI. 

He's  fweeter  than  the  Sweets  of  May  \ 
Far  clearer  than  the  brighteft  Day  ; 
More  pleafing  to  my  Tafte  and  Eye, 
Than  Eaftern  Spice,  or  Eaftern  Sky, 
XXXVII. 

Oh  !  let  my  Mouth  thy  Sweetnefs  tafte  5 
My  Noftrils  with  thy  Odours  feaft : 
Still  let  my  Lips  thy  Glories  kifs, 
Tho'  I  ftill  faint  beneath  the  Blifs. 
kxXVIIL 

To  thee  I'll  be  for  e'er  confin'd, 
Blifs  of  my  Heart,  Joy  of  my  Mind ! 
Of  Thee  I  think,  of  Thee  I  boaft : 
Who  fav'd  the  World,  won't  fee  me  loft, 
XXXIX. 

But  Chrifl  refumes  his  Father's  Throne. 
While  Angels  fing,    Man's  left  to  moan. 

But,  Lord  !  I'll  never  part  with  Thee; 

I'll  mount  up  in  thy  Company. 
XL. 
Come  all,  andfaft  to  Jefus  cleave  : 
Let's  follow  clofe  ;  ne'er  Jyhs  leave  ; 

Both  Hearts  and  Tongues  to  jej.::.  raifc, 

With  Vows,  and  loud  harmonious  Lays. 

XLI. 

That  when  we  fhall  have  learn'd  this  Art, 
And  from  this  earthly  Choir  depart, 

He  may  requite  our  Songs  of   Love, 

And  join  us  to  the  Choir  above. 

On 
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Passion  ^Christ. 

Cbrijtus,  der  uns  felig  macht. 

I. 

CH  RI ST,  by  whofe all-faying  Light 
Mankind  benefitted, 
Was  for  Sinners  in  the  Night 

As  a  Thief  committed. 
Dragg'd  before  a  wicked  Court 

Of  the  Jewijh  Clergy  ; 
Where  they  try'd  their  worft  Effort 
'Gainft  the  Lord  of  Mercy* 

ft 

Sentenced  early  by  this  Crew, 

As  the  worft  of  Sinners, 
Came  to  Pitatt,  who  foreknew 

This  Tumult's  Beginners  : 
Though  he  judg'd  him  innocent 

Of  their  Accufation, 
Yet  to  Herod  he  was  fent 

For  his  Arbitration, 


III.  Then 


r~Chi  tke.  Pafsion  of  Chrift 


'Chriftfcv 


oriole  all  lav 


ICC 


Chrift  by  7^^J  aRCavevuj  liaht  Mankind 


ffJu^Wiju 


benefitted  ma^Jbrsuuiersinthell^kt  as  a 


I'WiflTlTjjTiJiliJ 


ft"»ilMjW£ 


TJiiefcoTftmute^draad  befvre  a  wichdccurtofy 

MiF^iiJa*!  f  I  Ifi  1  /lire 


/W^?lfJl 


P£? 


ffr.rir>'N  J J  J  IS 


tferpipi  Cleraif^  rvheiv  tlwy  tried  their  ruo^effoi-p 

■Jil'jfllrral  J"  T   I    ?  luf  ,BB 


rr1'Jj  J  g 


ftil-J  J  J  JIJj  JEmi 


'  '^ni?iA the Lordof  TTterctr&s 


i  1  1 1 1 


On  the  Pajion  of  Christ.  tt 

III. 

Then  his  holy  Flefh  was  torn 

with  inhuman  Lafhes, 
And  his  bleffed  Head  in  Scorn 

Crown'd  of  fmful  Afhes  : 
Cloathed  in  a  Purple  Drefs, 

Mock'd,  and  beat,  and  bruifed  i 
Thus  the  Source  of  Holinefs 

Was  by  Sin  mifufed. 

IV. 

Then  at  Noon  the  Son  of  God 

To  the  Crofs  was  nailed, 
Where  his  fervent  Prayer  and  Blood 

For  our  Sins  prevailed : 
The  Spe&ators  fhook  their  Head 

Had  him  in  Derifion, 
Till  the  Sun-light  mourning  fled 

From  fo  fad  a  Vifion. 

V. 

When  at  Three  they  heard  him  call : 

Why  am  I  forfaken ; 
Strait  was  Vinegar  mix'd  with  Gall 

OfFer'd,  but  not  taken  : 
Then  to  God  his  Spirit  fent, 

Shaking  th'  Earth  with  Wonder, 
Gave  the  Vail  a  thorough  Rent, 

Cleft  the  Rocks  afunder. 

VI 

At  th'  approching  Evening  Tide, 
Criminals  Bones  were  broken  ; 

E  But 
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But  the  Spear  pierc'd  J  ejus  Side, 

For  alafting  Token: 
"Which  pour'd  forth  a  double  Flood 

Of  a  cleanfing  Nature. 
Both  the  Water  and  the  Blood 

Wafh  the  guilty  Creature. 

VII. 

Jofeph,  when  the  Eve  was  come, 

Took  his  deareft  Mafter, 
Laid  him  in  his  Stately  Tomb, 

Hewn  in  Alablafter  ; 
Nicodem^  now  void  of  Fear, 

Brought  the  richeft  Spices  : 
Thus  thefe  holy  Men  paid  here 

Their  laft  Sacrifices. 

VIII. 

Grant    O  Jefu,  bleffod  Lord, 

By  thy  Crofs  and  Paffion, 
Thy  blelt  Love  may  be  ador'd 

By  the  whole  Creation : 
Hating  Sin,  the  wofulCaufe 

Of  thy  Death  and  Suffering, 
Give  our  Heart  t'obey  thy  Laws, 

As  the  beft  Thanks-oiFering. 
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jfefu  deine  heilige  V/nndeji. 
To  the  Tune  :     Faithful  God,  I  lay,  &c. 

L 

C^l  Hrift,  thy  facred  Wounds  and  Paflion, 
j  Bloody  Sweat,  Crofs,  Death,  and  Tomb, 
Be  my  daily  Mediation, 

Till  I  to  thy  Prefence  come. 
When  a  finful  Thought  (hall  ftart, 

Ready  to  feduce  my  Heart  ; 
Shew  me,  that  my  own  Pollution 
Caus'd  thy  bloody  Execution. 

II. 

Should  my  Bofom  with  lewd  Paflion 
Be  enflam'd,  and  burn  to  Sin, 

Let  the  Thoughts  of  thine  Oblation 
Quench  that  fpreadingHell  within. 

When  the  Serpent  makes  his  Way 

To  my  Heart,  Lord     grant  I  may 
With  thy  Crofs,  and  Crown  of  Briar, 
Chace  from  thence  that  grand  Deftroyer. 

III. 

Would  ihe  World,  with  gay  Temptation 
Draw  me  in  its  own  broad  Way  j 
Let  me  then  think  on  thy  Paflion, 
And  the  Load  which  on  Thee  lay. 

E  2  Sure, 
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Sure  the  Sweat,  and  precious  Blood 

Of  my  dear   expiring  God 
Will  create  in  me  a  Paflion 
To  oppofe  and  Ihun  Temptation, 

IV, 

Lord,  inev'ry  foreOppreflion, 

Let  thy  Wounds  be  my  Relief. 
When  I  feek  thine  Interceflion, 

Add  new  Strength  to  my  Belief. 
In  thy  blcody  Hands  and  Feet 
All  my  greateft  Comforts  meet. 

This  imprinted  Demonftration 

Of  thy  Love,  be  my  Salvation. 

V. 

All  my  Hope  and  Confolation, 

Cbrift)  is  in  thy  bitter  Death. 
In  the  Hour  of  Expiration, 

Lord,  receive  my  dying  Breath. 
By  thine  Agony  and  Sweat, 
Grant  me,  Lord,  a  fafe  Retreat. 

By  thy  glorious  Refurre&ion, 

Raife  thy  Servant  to  Perfection. 

VI. 

Chriff9  thy  facred  Wounds  and  Paflion, 

Bloody  Sweat,  Crofs,  Death,  and  Tomb3 
Be  my  daily  Meditation, 

Till  I  to  thy  Prefence  come  ; 
Moft  of  all,  when  I  go  hence, 
Let  this  be  my  Confidence, 

That  thy  deep  Humiliation 

Was  to  purchafe  my  Salvation. 

Jefu 
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Jefu  meines  hebens  Leben  ! 


JE  S  U,  Source  of  my  Salvation, 
Conquerour  of  Death  and  Hell f. 
Thou, my  High  Prieft  and  Oblation, 
Felt'  the  Pain  which  I  fhou'd  feel : 
By  the  Greatnefs  of  thy  Torment 
Thon  haft  purchas'd  my  Preferment : 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  theef 
Deareft  Lord,  for  ever  be. 

II. 

O  how  bafely  waft  Thou  ufed, 

Buffeted,  and  Spit  upon  ? 
Lafh'd  and  torn,  and  forely  bruifed, 
Thou  the  glorious  Father's  Son  ? 
But  to  fet  theworft  of  Wretches 
Free  from  Hell  and  Satan's  Clutches  ? 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Deareft  Lord,  for  ever  be. 

III. 

Thou,  with  more  than  Lamb -like  Meeknefs, 

Sufferd'ft  Death  upon  theCrofs: 
O,  That  my  Rebellious  Sicknefs 
Had  not  been  the  fatal  Caufe. 
Thou  wert  curs'd  for  my  Tranfgrefling, 
To  reftore  me  tp  thy  Bleffine. 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  thanks  to  Thee, 
Deareft  Lord,  for  ever  be.  IV.Lord 


30         On  the  Pajjion  of  Christ. 
IV. 

Lord,  thy  deep  Humiliation 

Pay'd  for  my  Rebellious  Pricb  \ 
And  thy  facred  Expiration 

Puts  my  Fear  of  Death  afide  : 
All  thy  Grief  and  fhameful  Bondage 
Thou  haft  turn'd  to  my  Advantage. 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 

Deareft  Lord,  for  ever  be. 

V. 

Lord  Fll  praife  Thee  now  and  ever 

For  thy  more  than  Human  Pain, 
For  thy  agonizing  Shiver, 

For  thy  Wounds  and  bloody  Stain, 
For  thy  flopping  to  the  Sentence 
Of  eternal  Wrath  and  Vengeance : 

For  thy  Love,  my  God  and  King, 

Fraifes  (hall  for  ever  ring. 
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O  Lamb  Gotten  unfchuldig* 


OLamb  of  God,  our  Saviour ! 
Kill'd  on  the  Tree  of  Sorrow! 
Thy  fuff'ring  meek  Behaviour 

Paid  what  thou  didft  not  borrow. 
Thy  bearing  our  Tranfgreflion 
Secur'd  us  from  Damnation. 
Have  Mercy  upon  us,  O  Jefu  !  O  Jefu  ! 

II. 

O  Lamb  of  God,  our  Saviour,  &V. 
Have  Mercy  upon  us,  O  Jefu !  O  Jefu  I 

III. 

O  Lamb  of  God,    our  Saviour,  6?r. 
O  grant  us  thy  Peace,  O  Jefu  !  O  Jefu  ! 
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Da  Jefus  an  dem  Creutze  Stand. 

I. 

WHEN    Cbrift  hung  on    the  curfed 
A  bloody  Sacrifice  for  Thee,     (Tree, 
Bereft  of  Confolation,  * 

His  Seven  laft  Words,  of  all,  deferve 
Thy  deepeft  Meditation, 

II. 

The  Firft  befpeaks  the  Depth  of  Love  ; 
In  which  he  pray'd  to  God  above 

For  his  imbitter'd  Nation. 
Father,  forgive  our  Ignorance 

At  thy  Son's  IntercefTion. 

III. 

The  Second  was  the  great  Relief 
He  promised  the  repenting  Thief, 

Firmly  afleverated. 
Lord  bring  us  to  thy  Paradife, 

When  we  are  hence  tranflated. 
IV. 
The  Third,  the  Care  he  well  apply'd, 
For  his  bleft  Mother  to  provide 

By  him  whom  he  beft  loved. 
Provide,  O  God,  for  Thofe  we  leave, 

When  we  are  hence  removed. 

V,  The 
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On  the  PaJJion  of  Christ*        33 
V. 
The  Fourth  was,  when  he  cried  :  I  thirft ! 
Alas  !  for  whom,  but  for  the  Curft, 
And  all  Mankind's  Redemption  ? 
Lord,  true  Repentance  grant,  that  we 
May  anfwer  thy  Intention* 

VI. 

The  Fifth  the  Lord  in  Anguilh  fpoke  : 
Why  haft  thou,  God,  my  Soul  forfook, 

While  ev'ry  Terror  prefics  ? 
Lord,  grant  our  Souls  from  thy  Diftrefs 
May  fetch  all-healing  Graces. 

VII. 

*Tis  finifh'd  :  was  the  following  Word, 
By  which  our  great  and  dying  Lord 

Retrieved  our  loft  Salvation. 
Ye  mourning  Sinners,   all  rejoice 

To  hear  this  Declaration. 

VIII. 

The  Seventh  was :  Father  to  thy  Hand 
My  Soul  and  Spirit  I  commend : 

This  be  my  laft  t  xpreflion. 
Lord  Jefu  !  when  thou  calPft  me  hence, 

Take  me  to  thy  Poflefiion. 

IX. 

Whoever  pays  a  deep  Regard 
To  thefe  Expreflions  of  our  Lord, 

And  mourns  their  fad  Occafion, 
Will  lay,-  for  everlafting  Life, 

A  ftrong  and  fure  Foundation. 

F  Wenn 


3£         On   the^Pajjion  of  Christ/ 

Wenn  meine  Sund'  mick  Krcencken. 
t 

WH  E  N  Guilt  and  Shame  are  railing 
A  Storm  within  my  Soul, 
Thy  Death,  Lord!  fo  amazing, 
Sin's  damning  Pow'r  controul. 
Remind  me,  that  thy  Sacred  Blood 
Has  canceled  my  Tranfgreffions, 
By  paying  what  I  ow'd. 
II. 
O  Wonder,  far  exceeding 

All  human  Pow'r  and  Senfe ! 
Heav'n's  Sov'reign  was  feen  bleeding, 

To  wipe  off  our  Offence. 
The  Source  of  Life  gave  up  hisEreath 
For  me,  whofe  vile  Rebellion 
Deferv'd  an  endlefs  Death. 
III. 
The'  Sin  exceeds  a  Mountain 

Of  all  the  Sandy  Shore  •> 
Yet  th'reverlafting  Fountain 

Of  C/jn/i' j own  purple  Gore 
Quite  drowns  and  wafhes  them  away 
And  faves  me  from  the  Terrour 
Tkat  held  me  in  Difmay. 
IV. 
My  Heart,  while  here  'tis  moving, 

Shall  beat r with  fervent  Praife 
To  Thee,  who  wert  fo  loving 

Towards  our  ruin'd  Race  : 
Thy  Dying  Words  and  ev?ry  Groan 
Shall  be  my  Meditation, 
'Till  I  am  all  thy  own,  V.  Lord 
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V. 

Lord  !  let  thy  bifter  Paflion 

Dwell  always  in  my  Mind, 
To  raife  an  Indignation 

'Gainft  Sin  of  ev'ry  Rind, 
That  henceforth  I  may  ne'er  forget 

The  Greatnefs  of  my  Ranfom, 
Which  paid  an  endlefs  Debt. 

VI. 

All  Pains  and  Tribulations, 

Contempt  and  Worldly  Spite, 
Help  me  to  bear  with  Patience, 

And  always  fix  my  Sight 
On  that  unerring  Rule  of  Faith, 

Thy  bleffed  Imitation, 

And  felf-denying  Path. 

VII. 

Oh  !  may  my  Life  and  Labour 

Exprefs  what  thou  haft  done  ; 
By  Loving  well  my  Neighbour 

And  ferv  n^ Ev'ry  one 
Without  Self-Inftreft  or  Drfguife, 
And  may  thy  pure  Example 
Be  my  beft  Exercife. 
VIII. 
Anc^oh  !  apply  the  Merit 

And  Comfort  of  thy  Blood, 
When  I  give  up  my  Spirit 

To  Thee  my  Judge  and  God. 
Then  let  my  Hope  its  Pow'r  difplay, 
And  reft  upon  thy  Promife, 
To  fave  me  in  that  Day. 

F    2  On 
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ON  THE 

Burial  of  Christ, 

O  tfraurigkeit ! 

I. 

OBoundlefs  Grief, 
Beyond  Relief! 
W/iere  are  my  Paflions  hurried  ? 
God  the  Father's  darling  Son 
For  my  Sins  is  buried* 
II. 
O  Greateft  Dread  ! 
God-Man  is  dead. 
See  where  he  is  expired, 
And,  for  Sinners  doom'd  to  Death, 
Endlefs  Life  acquired. 

III.    . 

O  make  a  Paufe, 
And  fearchthe  Caufe 
Of  this  unheard-of  Murther  J 
Sinner !  thine  Apoftacy 
Cou'd  advance  no  further. 
IV. 
The  Lamb  of  God 
Has  fhed  his  Blood 
For  my  and  thy  Salvation, 
Thus  to  refcue  finf&l  Men 
From  deferv'd  Damnation* 
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On  the  Burial  of  Christ.         ZV 
V, 

O  glorious  Head  I 
"Waft  thou  then  made 
Thus  to  be  torn  and  wounded  ? 

At  this  Sight,  the  guilty  World 
Ought  to  be  confounded. 

VI. 

O  lovely  Face  ! 
Thou  Source  of  Grace , 
And  Author  of  all  Beauty  ! 

Who  can  fee  Thee,  and  not  melt 

Into  Tears  of  Duty? 

VII. 

How  bleft  he  is, 
Who  weigheth  this 
With  Chriftian  Application, 

That  the  Lord  of  Life  and  Liefct, 
Dy'd  for  our  Salvation. 

VIII. 

O  Jefu  !  bleft 
My  Hope  and  Reft, 
Grant  me  this  heav'nly  Favour, 

That  thy  Blood,  Crofs,  Death  and 
Prove  my  dying  Savour.    (Tomb 
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OF  THE 

Ressurrection  of  Christ, 

Chriji  lag  in  .Todes  Banden* 
j 

f^l  H  R  I S  T  was  to  Death  abafed, 

\^j     And  giv'n  for  our  Tranfgreffion, 
But  by  his  being  raifed 

Regained  our  Life's  Pofiefiion. 
This  (hould  make  our  Souls  rejoice 
To  praife  the  Lord  with  Heart  and  Voice, 

In  finging  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah  ! 

None  could  be  found  of  ^Ws  Race 

Who  Death  and  Hell  could  flaughter. 
Sin  had  defac'd  the  Worth  and  Grace 

Of  ev'ry  Son  and  Daughter. 
Death  then,  caufed  by  the  Fall, 
Was,  from  thence,  entail'd  on  All  ; 

And  kept  the  World  in  Bondage, 
III. 
But  JESUS,  whom  God  ever  lov  d, 

Came  down  for  our  Salvation  : 
Death  from  her  Empire  he  remov'd ; 

And  by  his  bleffed  Paffion, 
Ruin'd  all  her  PowVand  Claim  ; 
And  left  Death  Nothing  but  the  Name  : 

The  Sting  is  loft  for  ever.  Hallelujah 
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46      Of  the  RefurreSiion  of  Christ, 


Heiit  triumphiret  Gotta  Sohn. 

I. 

TO  Day,  the  Lord  in  Triumph  reigns, 
"Breaks  Death  and    Hell's    infernal 
Retakes  his  Life,  and  Majefty  ;    (Chains ; 
Praife  him  to  all  Eternity.  Hallelujah. 

II. 

"When  he  defcended  into  Hell, 

Satan   and  all  his  Legions  fell : 
Behold  the  great  Accufer  caft  : 
The  Hour  of  Darknefs  now  is  paft.     Hal. 
III. 

Now  let  the  infernal  Lions  roar, 

They  cannot  hurt  us  as  before  ; 
Loft  is  the  Pow'r  of  all  thofe  Fiends: 
We  are  God's  Children,  Heirs,  and  Friends. 
IV.  {Hall 

O  fweet  Redeemer,  Jefm  Chrift  ! 

Our  Sacrifice,  and  great  High-Prieft, 
Lead  us  by  thine  Almightv  Grace, 
To  end  with  Joy  our  Chriftian  Race.  Hall. 
V. 

Infinite  Lover,  gracious  Lord ! 

Thy  wond'rous  Name  (hall  be  ador'd  ; 
To  Thee  be  endlefs  Honours  giv'n 
By  all  on  Earth,  and  all  in  Heav'n,      Hall. 

Auf 
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On  the  Ascention.  41 


Auf  diefen  Tag,  bedencken  wir. 
I 

RAife  your  Devotion,  mortal  rTotfgues* 
To  praife  the  King  of  Glory, 
Sweet  be  the  Accents  of  your  Songs 

Of  him  who  went  before  ye  ; 
Bright  Angels,  ftrike  your  loudeft  Strings : 
Let  Heav'n  and  all  created  Things 

Sound  our  Mmaruai's  Praifes. 
II. 
Ye  mourning  Souls,  look  upward  too, 

For  Cbrir  is  now  preparing 
At  God's  right  Hand  a  Place  for  you : 

Shake  off  what  feems  defpairing. 
Thence  our  great  Lord  and  Ring  fhall  come 
To  fetch  our  longing  Spirits  Home, 

And  crown  your  Love  and  Labour. 
III. 
Since  He  o'er  Heav'n  bears  fov'raign  Sway, 

By  all  its  Pow'rs  attended ; 
And  has  more  Graces  to  display 

Than  can  be  comprehended ; 
Fear  not  but  He  his  Graces  pours 
On  fuchmeek  trembling  Hearts  as  yours, 

The  Obje&s  of  his  Favour. 
IV. 
Extend,  O  Lord,  thy  fov'raign  Grace, 

Thy  Light  to  ev'ry  Nation  : 
Let  Earth  and  Seas  avow  and  praife 

Thy  Love,  thy  Pow'r,  thy  Paffion  ; 
'Till  we  join  with  thy  Saints  above 
In  Hymns  to  celebrate  thy  Love, 

And  dwell  with  Thee  for  ever. 

G  Of 


t  Of  the  Ho^y  Ghost. 

Komm  Heiliger  Geiji. 
I. 

C^  Ome,Holy  Ghoft !  Come,Lord  our  God  * 
j   Spread  Faith  and  Love  divine  abroad  y 
And  fill  thy  longing  Peoples  Minds 
With  precious  Gifts  of  fundry  Rinds. 

O  Lord,  who,  by  thy  heavenly  Light, 

Haft  caU'd  thy  Church  from  finful  Night, 
Out  of  all  Nations,  Tribes  and  Tongues, ' 
Thy  Praife  lhall  make  our -choice it  Songs  : 
Halleluiah  :  Hallelujah  /- 
II. 

Thou  Light  of  Glory,  gracious  Lord? 

Revive  us  by  thy  holy  Word, 

x\nd  teach  thy  Flock  in  Truth  to  call 
On  Thee,  the  Father  of  us  all. 

Delufive  Errors  far  remove, 

And  guide  us  always  by  that  Love,  . 
Which,  keeping  clofe  to  JESU$Tath, 
Reje&s  all  other  Guides  of  Faith,       HalleL 
lit 

Thou  great  Difpenfer  of  that  Love, 

Which  feat  Redemption  from  above, 
O  !  Grant  us  Faith  and  Conftancy, 
To  conquer  Sin,  and  yield  to  Thee. 

O  Lord  !  by  thine  Almighty  Grace, 

Prepare  us  fo  to  run  our  Race, 

That  we,  from  Bonds  of  Sin  kept  free, 
May  gain  a  bleft  Eternity.  Hallelujah. 
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O  du  allerfiijle  Freude. 
To  the  Tune :  Faithful  Gcd>  I  ky  before  Thee 

I. 

OThou  fweeteft  Source  ofGladnefs! 
Faith  and  Hope  and  Heav'nly  Light, 
"Who,  in  Joy,  as  in  our  Sadnefs, 

Doft  convince  us  of  thy  Might  ! 
Holy  Spirit,  God  of  Peace, 
Great  Diftributer  of  Grace, 
Life  and  Joy  of  the  Creation, 
Hear,  oh  .hear  my  Supplication 

II. 

O  Thou  beft  of  all  Donations 

God  can  give,  or  we  implore, 
Having  thy  fweet  Confolations, 

We  need  wifh  for  Nothing  more. 
Come,  Thou  Lord  of  Love  and  Pow'r, 
On  my  Heart  thy  Graces  (how'r : 

Work  in  me  a  new  Creation. 

Make  my  Heart  thy  Habitation. 

III. 
From  that  Height  that  knows  noMeafure, 

As  a  Show'r  thou  doft  defcend  ; 
And  bring'ft  down  the  richeft  Treafure 

Man  can  wiih,  or  God  can  fend, 
O  !  Thou  Glory  fhining  down 
From  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

Grant  me  thy  Communication, 

Which  makes  All  a  new  Creation. 

G  2  IV.  Wife 


;f5  Of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Zeuch  ein  zu  deinen  Thar  en. 

I. 

IN  merefumc  thy  Dwelling, 
Thou  glorious  Gueft  of  Hearts  j 
And,  from  me  -Sin  repelling, 
Renew  my  inward  Parts, 

0  Spirit  all  Divine; 

Whole  Goodnefs  never  varies  ; 

In  whom  the  Grace  and  Glories 
Of  all  the  Godhead  fhine. 
II 
Come,  FlowV  of  all  that's  holy, 

And  fill  my  inward  Part 
With  Graeme,  Which  drives  all  Folly 

And  Error  from  the  Heart : 
Thy  Mind,  reftore  in  me ; 

While  I  the  wond'rous  Story 

Rehearfe,  without  Vain-Glory, 
OfallmyDebttoThee, 
III. 

1  was  a  withering  Scyon  ; 

Thou  fawTt ;  and,  griev'd  to  fee, 
From  Death,  that  grimmeft  Lion, 

In  Pity  fet  me  free, 
By  grafting  me  in  Chrtftr 

While  into  his  Oblation, 

Which  pqrchas'a  my  Salvation, 
By  Thee  I  was  baptiz'd. 
IV. 
By  Thee,  whofe  bleffed  Fun&ion 
.    Can  ne'er  enough  be  priz'd : 
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By  Thee,  whofe  holy  Un&ion 

Anoints  me  into  Chrift^ 
And  makes  me  a!l  his  own  ; 

All  Jiis,  on  whom,  together 

With  all  his  Pow'r,  the  Father 
Has  all  his  Glory  thrown. 

V. 
Thou  guidTt  the  guilty  Creature 
•  To  the  bleft  Mercy-Chair  j 
And  givTt  his  Lips  to  utter 

A  Mercy-winnino  Pray'r, 
Thy  Eloquence  prevails 

To  favc  from  Satan's  Fingers 

The  moft  abandoned  Sinners  ; 
And  never,  nevef  fails. 

VI. 
Thou  art  the  Source  of  Pleafure, 

Which  never  fades  nor  cloys  : 
Of  darkening  Grief  no  Meafure 

Withftands  thy  brightening  Joys. 
How  often  haft  thou  giv'n, 

Thou  'Lightner  of  all  Nations, 

In  thy  fweet  Vifitations, 
Extatic  Taftes  of  Heav'n  ! 
VII. 
Thou  art  th'  eternal  Center 

Of  Love  and  Unity. 
Where  foul  Contentions  enter 

In  vain  we  look  for  Thee, 
Thou  God  of  Truth  and  Peace. 

O  !   may  thy  Truth  delight  us  \ 

And  thy  fweet  Peace  unite  us ; 
Aud  all  our  Difcords  ceafe.  The 


48  Of  the  Holy  Ghost, 

VIII. 

The  Earth,  the  whole  Creation 

Is  pendent  on  thy  Hand, 
"What  Thing,  what  Heart,  whatPafiion 

Obeys  not  thy  Command  ! 
Thou  Pow'r  above  all  Powers  ! 

O,  may  thy  Truth  and  Graces, 

Thy  Peace  upon  all  Places 
Defcend  in  plenteous  Show'rs. 

IX. 

O  !  heal  our  fore  Diftra&ions  : 

Our  growing  Rage  remove: 
And  drown  our  reftlefs  Fa&ions 

In  Gofpel-Truth  and  Love. 
Thy  mighty  Arm  make  bare 

For  injur'd  finking  Nations  j 

And  ftop  the  Devaftations 
And  Bloody  Hands  of  War. 

X. 

Be  Angels  ever  bufie 

To  guard  the  Ring  and  Queen. 
Make  their  bright  Crowns  fit  eafie, 

And,  thro'  a  lafting  Reign, 
With  rifing  Glories  fhine. 

Pour  forth  tby  Grace  upon  'em 

And  let  thy  Bleffings  on  'em 
No  Bounds  on  Earth  confine. 

XL 

The  Minds  of  all  the  Nation 
Endue  with  Faith  and  Love  ; 

And  pour  on  ev'ry  Station 
Thy  BlefTings  from  above. 


All 
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All  Ranks  with  Wifdom  blefs 

To  fhun  all  Wrath  and  Riot, 

And  feek  the  common  Quiet, 
And  common  Happinefs. 
XII. 
Give  Strength  and  Refolution, 

To  fight  like  Chriftian  Men, 
'Gainft  Satan's  fierce  Intrufion, 

And  all  his  hellifh  Clan  \ 
That  gaining  always  Ground, 

We  rout  all  Oppofition, 

And  in  no  Sin's  Commiffion 
One  Chriftian  may  be  found. 

XIII. 

Dire£l  our  Converfation 

Aecordingto  thy  Mind  ; 
And  when  this  mortal  Station 

At  laft  fhall  be  refign'd  : 
Then  grant,  thou  God  of  Love  ! 

That  our  whole  Life's  Profeffion 

May  end  in  the  Poffeflion 
Of  laking  Blifs  above. 


H  Of 
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Aiiein  Gott  in  der  Hob  fey  Ehr. 
I. 

TO  our  Almighty  gracious  God, 
New  Honours  be  addreffed, 
Whofe  great  Salvation  fhines  abroad, 

To  make  all  Nations  blefled  \ 
He  looks  upon  us  in  his  Son, 
Who  brought  from  Heav'n  Salvation  dowty 

And  Peace  to  Men  proclaimed  : 
II. 
To  Thee  we  come  and  humbly  how, 

Great  Lord  of  the  Creation  ! 
Whofe  boundlefs  Empire  ne'er  will  know 

Or  End  or  Variation. 
Thy  Pow'r  is  endlets  as  thy  Praife  : 
Thou  fpeakTt ;  the  Univerfe  obeys. 

On  Thee  depend  all  Creatures. 
III. 
Bleft  Jefu$H  only  Son  of  God 

On  Earth  of  Tragic  Story  ; 
Our  Ranfom  is  thy  precious  Blood  ; 

Thy  ih^meful  Crofs  our  Glory. 
Sweet  fuff 'ring  Lamb,  now  King  of  Rings,, 
And  Lord  of  a  :1  created  Things, 

Extend  to  us  thy  Mercy. 
IV. 
O  Holy  Ghoft !  our  Sov'reign  Good, 

And  hioheft  Confolation ! 
What  ^  -f-.s  ranfom'd  with  his  Blood, 

Preferve  Thou  to  Salvation 
'Tis  Thou  who  bringfl?  us -unto  Chrifi  j 
'Tis  Thou  his  precious  Blood  applieft. 

la  Thee  we  have  Affiance.  C$tt 
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£3  {??  ^^^ 


Gott  der  Vater  ivohn  tins  bey. 


I. 


GO  D  the  Father,  our  Defence  ! 
O  fave  us  from  Damnation  \ 
All  TranfgrefTions  take  from  hence, 

And  grant  us  thy  Salvation  ; 
Guard  us  from  the  Tempter's  Snare, 
Within  thy  own  Proteilion, 
That  under  thy  Direction 
Our  Faith  may  'fcape  Infection. 
We  rely  upon  thy  Care. 

With  all  thy  Well-beloved, 
Thy  Grace  be  thus  improved, 
That  we  may  ne'er  be  moved. 
Amen,  Amer.^  be  the  Word  ! 
So  ftiall  we  truly  praife  the  Lore}. 

It 

Lord  Ghrifi  Jrfus !  our  Defence  ! 
O  fave  us,  Esfr, 

III. 

Blefled  Spirit,  our  Defence, 
O  fave  us,  fefr. 

H  a 


[52] 


Of  the  Holy  Angels. 


.  Herr  Gott  dich  loben  alle  wir  ! 

I. 

rr^  O   God  let  all  the  Human  %ace 
J^  Bring  humbleWorlhip  mixt  with  Grace  ; 
vV  ho  makes  his  Love  and  Wifdom  known, 
By  Angels,  that  furround  his  Throne. 
II. 
Thefe  Angels,  whom  thy  Breath  infpires,  ' 
Thy  Minifters  are  flaming  Fires  f 
And  fwift  as  Thought  their  Armies  move, 
To  bear  thy  Vengeance,  or  thy  Love. 
III. 
They  joy  t'obey  thy  bleffed  Will ; 
They  love  t'increafe  their  Knowledge  ftill  •, 
They  always  ferve  the  Lord  their  Rock, , 
In  keeping  Guard  around  thy  Flock. 
IV. 
The  Good,  where'er  thy  Children  dwell, 
They  do,  no  mortal  Tongue  can  tell , 
Nor  what  their  Heav'nly  Care  prevents, 
Where  they  are  bid  to  pitch  their  Tents. 

V.  Good 
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V. 

Good  Danitl  found  their  Benefit, 
When  mid'ft  the  Lions  forc'd  to  fit. 
The  fame  enjoyed  the  pious  Lot; 
"What  great  Deliv'rance  had  hj  not  ? 
VI: 
What  did  the  three  Men  in  the  Flame, 
AflToon  their  Guardian-Angel  came  ? 
Did  not  the  Oven's  devouring  Fire, 
Refound  the  Notes  of  Heav'nly  Quire  ? 
VIL 
Thus  God  defends  us  Day  by  Day, 
From  many  Mifchiefs  in  our  Way, 
By  Angels,  which  do  always  keep 
A  watchful  Eye  when  we're  afleep. 
VIII. 
O  Lord  !  we'll  blefsThee  all  our  Days ; 
Our  Soul  ftiall  glory  in  thy  Grace  ; 

Thy  Praife  fhall  dwell  upon  our  Tongues ; 
All  Saints  and  Angels  join  our  Songs. 

IX. 

We  pray  to  let  their  Heav'nly  Hoft 
Be  Guardians  of  our  Land  and  Coaft, 
To  keep  thy  little  Flock  in  Peace, 
That  we  may  lead  a  Life  of  Grace. 


On 
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On    the    Philanthropy    of 
God  and  Christ. 

Nunfreut  euch  lieben  ChriJlethGemein. 

To  the  Tune  :  Raife  your  Devotion. '' 

I. 

"l^TOW  come,  ye  Chriftians  all,  and  bring^ 
jT^I      With  chearful  Hearts  and  Voices, 
Due  Praifes  to  our  God  and  Ring, 

Whofe  Holy  Court  rejoices 
To  fee  the  Wonders  of  his  Love, 
Which  brought  Redemption  from  above^ 

beyond  our  Expectation. 

II. 

As  Satan's  Slave  in  Sin  I  lay, 

Defpairing  of  Salvation, 
$atan  had  got  a  mighty  Sway 

God  was  my  Deteftation  ; 
And  finking  deeper  by  Degrees 
Into  this  defperate  Difeafe, 

^Vas  nearly  loft  for  ever. 

III.  Good 
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III. 

Good  Works  wou'd  here  not  ferve  my  Turn 

They  eou'd  produce  no  Merit  ; 
Rebellion  made  my  Free-Will  burn 

Againft  the  Holy  Spirit. 
My  Anguifh  drove  me  to  Defpair  ; 
Death  was  my  Mirrour  evry  where, 

The  Prefageof  Hell-Torment. 
IV. 
But,  O  unutterrable  Grace  ! 

That  pity'd  my  Condition  ! 
Th'  eternal  Jtfui  took  my  Place 

To  fave  me  from  Perdition  v 
Down  to  this  World  the  Saviour  flies, 
Stretches  his  facred  Arms  and  ciies, 

For  me  a  wretched  Sinner, 
V. 
Juftice  was  pleas'd  to  bruife  the  God 

And  Author  of  Salvation, 
To  pay  its  Wrongs  with  Heav  nly  BloocF, 

And  quench  Hell  and  Damnation  > 
Infinite  Racks  and  Panes  he  bore, 
And  'rofe ;  the  Law  could  afk  no  more 

Of  this  my  Mediator. 

VI. 

Thus  the  Redeemer  fpake  to  me 

In  fmiling  Condefcenfion  : 
I  wholly  give  myfelf  for  Thee 

T'  unvail  this  my  Intention, 
That  I  am  thine  with  all  I  have, 
And  purchased  by  the  Crofs  and  Qt^jq: 

No  Foe  fliall  difuuite  us. 

VIL  1 11 
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VII. 

I'll  rife  again,  retake  the  Crown 

-  And  Glory  of  my   Father, 
From  thence  I'll  fend  my  Spirit  down 

To  bring  my  Saints  together  ; 
His  Comforts  fhall  abide  with  Thee, 
To  ftrengthen  thy  Belief  in  me, 

And  feal  thy  fure  Salvation. 
VIII. 
What  I  have  fuffer'd,  done  and  taught, 

Shall  be  thy  Rule  of  A&ion, 
That  all  thy  Neighbours  may  be  brought 

To  follow  my  Dire&ion. 
Beware  of  other  Guides  of  Faith  \ 
Stick  to  my  Self-denying  Path, 

The  fafeft  Way  to  Glory. 


Of th e  Love  of  God  ///Chrift. 

Liebe  die  du  rnich  zum  Bilde. 


T    ORD,  thine  Image  thou  haft  lent  me, 
I  j    In  thy  never-fading  Love  ; 
I  was  fall1n  ;  but  thou  haft  fent  me 

Full  Redemption  from  above. 
Sacred  Love     I  long  to  be 
Thine  to  all  Eternity. 

II.  Love 
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II. 

Love,  to  Blifs  thou  haft  ordained 

Me,  e'er  I  began  to  be  ; 
God  of  Love  !  thou'ft  not  difdained 

To  become  a  Man  like  me  : 
Love  Almighty  and  Divine  ! 
I  would  be  for  ever  thine, 

III. 

Love  !  thou  haft  for  me  endured 
All  the  Pains  of  Death  and  Hell  ; 

Nay,  thy  Sufferings  have  procured 
Grace,  above  what  Man  can  tell. 

Sacred  Love  !  I  long  to  be 

Thine  to  all  Eternity. 

IV. 

Love  !  my  Life,  and  my  Salvation, 
Light,  and  Truth,  eternal  Word ! 

Thou  alone  doft  Confolation 
To  my  finking  Soul  afford: 

Love  Almighty  and  Divine ! 

I  wou'd  be  for  ever  thine. 

V. 

To  thy  bleffed  Yoke  thou'rt  tying 
Me  with  Cords  of  Grace  and  Love ; 

While  my  Heart  is  ever  crying 
(Looking  to  the  Realms  above) 

Sacred  Love  !  I  long  to  be 

Thine  to  all  Eternity. 


VLLove! 
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VI. 

Love  !  Thou  wilft  for  ever  love  me  ; 

And  thy  Truth  to  me  reveal. 
Love  !  Thou  wilft  at  Length  remove  me 

From  the  Reach  of  Death  and  Hell. 
Love  Almighty  and  Divine  ! 
I  would  be  for  ever  thine. 

VII. 

Love  !   in  Mercy  thou  wilt  raife  me 
From  the  Grave  of  Sin  and  Duft  -, 

Love  !  I  fhall  for  everpraife  thee, 
When  in  Heav'n  among  the  Juft  : 

Sacred  Love     I  long  to  be 

Thine  to  all  Eternity. 

Repeat : 

Love  Almighty  and  Divine  ! 
I  would  be  for  ever  thine. 


Jefus  Chrijius  Gottes  Lam??2. 

To  the  Tune  of:  Dear  eft  J?ju<>  we  are  here. 

I. 

C^  H  R  I  S  T,  th'  eternal  Lamb  of  God, 
j     Died  for  Man,  his  Rebel-Creature, 
Pafd  the  Ranfom  with  his  Blood, 

Toreftore  falPn  human  Nature  : 
Thofe  that  mourn  their  deep  Corruption 
Share  their  Saviour's  bkft  Adoption. 

II.  This 
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II. 

This  was  loving  like  a  God, 

Who  in  wondrous  Condefcenfion 
Sent  his  only  Son  abroad, 

To  reveal  his  bleft  Intention  : 
That  the  Children  of  Perdition 
Should  be  Heirs  of  God's  Fruition. 

Ill, 
Now  that  we  are  reconciPd 

By  the  Son's  Humiliation  ; 
"Will  not  that  Triumphant  Child 

Save  us  by  his  Exaltation  ? 
We,  for  whom  he  bore  fuch  Labour, 
Are  the  Darlings  of  his  Favour. 

IV. 
Now  we  live  by  Faith  in  Chrift^ 

Eying  ftillhis  bright  Example, 
Who  for  us  was  facrific'd, 

And  declares  our  Hearts  his  Temple 
Thus  we  Sinners  boaft  with  Pieafure 
The  Pofieflion  of  this  Treafure. 

V. 
Father,  to  thy  Mercy-Seat 

Be  our  beft  of  Thanks  dire&ed  ; 
Lord,  the  Rage  of  Sin  defeat, 

Still  a'ffau  ting  thine  Ele&ed  : 
And  for  ever,  by  thy  Spirit, 
Fit  us  to  proclaim  Cbrift's  Merit. 

I  2  Upon 


[6o] 

Upon  Divine   Providence. 

Wo  Gott  zum  Haufs  nicht  gibt  fein  Gunft. 

I. 

IS  God  withdrawing  ?  all  the  Coft 
And  Pains  that  built  the  Houfe  are  loft. 
If  God  the  City  doth  not  keep, 
The  watchful  Guards  as  well  may  fleep. 

II. 

What  if  you  rife  before  the  Sun, 

And  work  and  toil,  when  Day  is  done, 

Careful  and  fparing  eat  your  Bread, 

To  fhun  that  Poverty  you  dread. 
III. 

'Tis  all  in  vain,  till  God  has  bleft : 
He  can  make  Rich,  yet  give  us  Reft  ; 
Children  and  Friends  are  Bleffings  too, 
If  God  our  Sov'reign  makes  them  fof 

IV. 

Happy  the  Man  to  whom  he  fends 

Obedient  Children,  faithful  Friends. 
How  fweetour  daily  Comforts  prove 
"When  they  are  feafon'd  with  his  Love ! 

V. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 

The  God,  whom  Heav'n's  triumphant  Hoft, 

And  fufPring  Saints  on  Earth  adore, 

Be  Glory  now  and  evermore. 

Wer 
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Upon  Divine  Providence.  6r 


Wer  nur  den  lieben  Gott  lajl  waken. 

L 

HE  that  confides  in  his  Creator, 
Depending  on  him  all  his  Days, 
Shall  be  preferv'd  in  Fire  and  Water, 

And  fav'din  Grief  a  Thoufand  Ways, 
He  that  makes  God  his  Stand  apd  Stay, 
Builds  not  on  Sand  that  glides  away. 

II. 

What  gain'ft  thou  by  thy  Cark  and  Caring? 

What  is  it  for  thou  pin' ft  away  ? 
Thy  Reft  and  Health  thou  art  impairing, 

By  Sighs  and  Groans  from  Cay  to  Day. 
Thou  art  but  adding  Grief  to  Grief, 
Inftead  of  getting  fure  Relief. 

III. 
Wou'd  we  but  be  a  little  quiet, 

And  reft  in  God's  good  Providence, 
Who  thus  prefcribes  us  wholefome  Diet 

By  Methods  crofs  to  Flefti  and  Senfe  ; 
We  might  obtain.     For  furely  he 
Knows  belt  what's  good  for  thee  and  me. 

IV. 
He  knows  the  Hours  of  Joy  and  Gladnefs, 

As  well  as  proper  Time  and  Place  ; 
Are  we  but  faithful  in  our  Sadnefs, 

Seek  not  our  felves,  but  feek  his  Praife  : 
He'll  come  before  we  are  aware, 
And  diffipate  our  greateft  Care. 

V.  Don't 


6  2  Upon  Divine  Providence. 

V. 

Don't  hearken  to  thy  giddy  Reafon, 

As  if  God  had  forfaken  thee, 
And  think  him  happy  who,  this  Seafon, 

Is  glittering  in  Profperity. 
To  Morrow,  Spite  of  all  his  Brags, 
Ma;  fee  Thee  rich,  and  Him  in  Rags. 

VI. 

God  can,  this  Hour,  with  ev'rv  Dainty 
The  poor  Man's  Table  nobly  fpread  ; 

And  ftrip  the  Rich  of  all  his  Plenty, 
And  fend  him  out  to  be?,  his  Bread. 

He,  when  he  pleafes,  turns  the  Scale. 

By  Him  alone,  we  rife  or  fall. 

VII. 

Do  Thou,  with  Fai  h,  obferve  thy  Station  ; 

Keep  God's  Commands,  andfing  his  Praife, 
Rely  on  himforPrefervation, 

On  whom  the  whole  Creation  ftays. 
The  Man  that's  truly  wife  and  juft 
Makes  God  and  God  alone  his  Truft. 

Repeat  : 
The  Man  that's  &c 
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Upon  Divine  Providence.  63 


Befiebl  du  dehie  TVege. 

Commit  thy   Ways  unto  the  Lord,  trufi  alfo  in 
bimy  and  he  Jfoall  bring  it  to  \ 

L 

CiOmmit  thy  Wavs  and  Goings, 
j     And  All  that  grieves  thy  Soul, 
To  him,  whofe  wifeft  Doings 
Rule  all  without  COntroul : 
He  makes  the  Times  and  Seafons 

Revolve  from  Year  to  Year, 
And  knows  Ways,  Means,  and  Reafons, 
When  Help  ihall  belt  appear. 

Unto  the  Lord  turn  wholly, 

For  he  will  never  fail 
To  refcue  thee  from  Folly, 

If  thou  doft  but  bewail 
Thy  ftiff-neckd  Self-Reliance; 

Shake  off  that  Yoke  of  Hell, 
Which  ever  bids  Defiance 

To  him  that  governs  well. 
III. 
Tru  n  ever, 

Without  reluftant  Will  : 
His  Prom ifes  will  never 

Once  come  behind  thy  Zeal. 
His  Goodnefs  know-  no  Meafure, 

His  Love  and  Care  no  End, 
For  fuch  as  wait  with  PJeafure 

Till  he  Salvation  fend.  IV.  \nd 


64  Upon  Divine  Providence. 

IV. 

And  he  fhall  furely  lighten 

The  Sorrows  on  thy  Heart, 
And  with  his  Glory  brighten 

Thy  darkened  inward  Part. 
When  Thou  his  great  Salvation 

"With  wondYing  Eyes  fhalt  fee, 
Thoult  fay,  without  Ceffation, 

He  loves  and  cares  for  Thee. 

V. 

Bring  it  to  pafs9  O  BlefTed 

Above  what  Words  can  tell : 
And  fee  us  all  releafed 

From  Sin  and  Death  and  Hell. 
DireS  us,  O  moft  Holy, 

In  the  bleft  heav'nly  Way, 
That  leads  through  this  dark  Valley 

To  everlafting  Day. 


Meine  Hoffnungjlehetfejle* 

I. 

ALL  my  Hope  is  firmly  grounded 
In  the  Lord  of  Earth  and  Seas: 
He's  my  Help  when  I'm  furrounded 
With  all  Sorts  of  Enemies.  &c. 
Him  alone, 
God  or  none, 
I  acknowledge  for  my  own. 
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Warum  betrilbftu  dich  mem  Hertz. 

I. 

WHY  thus  with  Grief  oppreft,  my  Heart, 
Doft  thou,  wirii  Infidels,  the  Smart 
Indulge  of  worldly  Care  ? 
Trull  thou  in  God,  who  cares  for  Thee. 
And  fhortens  thy  Neceffity. 
II. 
He  will  not  leave  thee  comfortlefs : 
He  knows  the  Depth  of  thy  Diftrefs : 

The  Heav'ns  and  Earth  are  his  : 
5Tis  the  Creator  of  us  all, 
Supplies  thy  Wants,  and  hears  thee  call. 

III. 

My  God,  the  Dealer  of  my  Lot, 
I  truft  in  thee,  forfake  me  not, 

Thy  Creature,  ?P4  ^y  ChKd: 
To  me,  a  Heap  of  filthy  Duft, 

Without  thy  Smiles,  all  Comfort's  loft. 
XV. 
The  Mifer's  Boaft  is  in  his  Hoard, 
But  rome  is  in  the  'ivine<  Lord, 
Tho'  here  I  hear  Contempt : 
Th;s  Truth  I  never  will  recant; 
Who  truits  in  God  (hall  never  want. 
V. 
fpeak  !  who  gare  thee  Bread, 
When  Dearth  and  Drought  had  overfpread 
Thy  Land  tor  iev'ral  Years  ?  Did 
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Upon  Divine  Providence.  6  J 

Did  not  the  Widow's  Cruife  fupply 
Her  own  and  thy  Neceffity  ? 

:  VI. 

When  near  the  Juniper  thou  1  ay, 
God  fent  his  Meffenger  away 
To  furnifh  thee  with  Food, 
Which  that  uncommon  Vigour  gave, 
That  thou  couldft  reach  Mount  Horei/s  Care. 

VII. 

Good  Daniel,  in  the  Lions  Den, 
God  ne'er  forgot,  tho'  left  by  Men, 

But  fent  his  Angel  down 
To  feize  the  Prophet's  Harveft-Mefs, 
For  his  beloved  in  Diftrefs. 

VIII. 
Tho'  Jofepbi  into '  Egy  i  fold, 
By  Potipbarvtzk  laid  in  Hold, 

For  keeping  God's  Command : 
God  rais'd  him  up  to  great  Renown, 
To  fave  that  Nation  and  his  own. 

IX. 

Did  not  the  Furnace  lofe  its  Pow'r, 
When  fev'n  Times  heated  to  devour 

The  Three  Men  in  the  Flame  ? 
God  fent  his  Angel  to  their  Aid, 
And  made  the  Tyrant  fore  afraid. 

X. 
Thy  Plenty,  Lord  !  is  ftill  as  great, 
As  t'was  in  Time  of  ancient  Date  : 

In  Thee  is  all  my  Truft  : 
Enrich  my  Soul  with  Faith  and  Love  ; 
Then  have  I  ev'ry  where  enough. 

K  2  XL  Vain 


68  Upon  Divine  Providence. 

XI. 

Vain  worldly  Pomp  I  glad  forbear : 
Lord  !  grant  me  but  the  meaneft  Share 

Of  Blifs  thou  haft  procured, 
By  thy  moft  bitter  Death  and  Tomb  j 
This  antedates  the  Toys  to  come. 

XII. 
"Whatever  this  prefent  World  adores  j 
Its  Silver  and  its  golden  Stores, 

With  all  its  glittering  Shew  : 
Thefe  all  to  Worldlings  I  refign, 
And  live  content,  if  God  be  mine, 

XIII. 
I'll  magnify  thee,  Chrift,  my  Lord, 
Who  haft  convinc'd  me  by  thy  Word 

Of  thine  eternal  Truth  : 
Lord,  make  me  conftant  in  my  Race 
To  everlafting  Bleffcdnefs. 
XIV. 
All  Honour,  Praife  and  Glory  be 
To  Thee,  moft  awful  Trinity  ! 

For  this  thy  Grace  beftow'd  : 
Encreafe  in  us  thy  bleffed  Love, 
Till  Faith  gives  Way  to  Sight  above. 
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Of  the  Word  of  GOD. 

Herr  Jefu  Chrifl  dich  zu  uns  mend. 


LORD  Chrift,  reveal  thy  holy  Face, 
And  fend  the  Spirit  of  thy  Grace, 
To  fill  our  Hearts  with  fervent  Zeal 
To  learn  thy  Truth,  arid  do  thy  Will. 

II. 

Lord,  lead  us  in  thy  holy  Ways, 
And  teach  our  Lips  to  tell  thy  Praife. 
Increafc  our  Faith,  and  raife  the  fame 
To  tafte  the  Sweetnefs  of  thy  Name. 

III. 

Till  we  with  Angels  join  to  fing 
Th'eternal  Praife  of  Thee,  our  King  ; 
Till  we  (hall  fee  Thee  Face  to  Face, 
And  all  the  Glories  of  thy  Grace. 

IV. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  Honour,  Praife,  and  Glory  giVn, 
By  all  on  Earth,  and  all  in  Heav'n. 

PSALM 


70  Of  the  Word  of  God. 


PSALM  I. 

Wohl  dem  Menfchen  der  nicht  wa?idelt. 
To  the  Tune:  Roufe  thy  Self,  my  Soul,  and  gather. 


B Left's  the  Man,  whofe  upright  Walking 
Contradidis  ill  Counfellors ; 
Nor  gives  Ear  to  Sinners  Talking, 
But  their  wicked  Ways  abhors  ; 
Who  removes  with  Care  his  Feet 
From  tjie  Place  where  Scoffers  meet; 
And  whofe  Heart  is  wholly  given 
To  obey  the  Laws  of  Heaven. 

II. 

BlefTed,  who  withconftant  Pleafure 

Studies  Gcd's  revealed  Will  ; 
Seeking  there  for  Heav'nly  Treafure, 

Day  and  Night,  his  Soul  to  fill 
He  is  like  a  living  Tree, 
Which  by  gentle  Streams  we  fee, 

Stretching  forth  its  fruitful  Branches 

Till  the  gathVing  Time  advances. 

Thujj 


Of  the  Word  of  Gov.  %j 

III. 

Thus  fhall  he  put  forth  and  flourifh, 

Who  reveres  the  (acred  Word; 
All  the  Sealons  him  fhall  ncurifh 

With  fweet  Bleffings  from  the  Lord  : 
Tho'  through  Age  he  may  be  grey, 
Yet  his  Leaf  fhall  ne'er  decay   : 

All  his  Aftions  God  fo  bleffes, 

That  they're  crowned  with  SuccefTes. 

IV. 

Not  fo  fares  th'  ungodly  Fa&ion, 

Who  the  Law  of  Life  difown  : 
They,  like  Chaff,  in  Wild  Diftra&ion, 

Shall  be  driven  up  and  down. 
Where  God  tries  his  pious  Race, 
Sinners  can't  abide  the  Place, 

All   the  Righteous,  God  doth  cheriffi ; 

But  the  Wicked  ail  fhall  periih. 


Lieb- 
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Liebjler  Jefu  wir  fnd  hier. 

I. 

D  Ear  eft  Jefu,  we  are  here, 
To  be  in  thy  Word  inftrudted ; 
Guide  our  Hearts,  O  Thou,  who'rt  near  ; 

Let  our  Minds  hence  be  conduced 
And  from  Earth  be  elevated  ; 
Where  we  wifh  to  be  tranflated. 

II. 

All  our  Knowledge,  brings  no  Light 
But  is  vain  and  dark  by  Nature, 
Till  thy  holy  Spirit  bright 

Forms  within  us  the  New  Creature. 
Pious  Thoughts  and  true  Devotion 
Have  their  Source  from  thy  bleft  Motion. 

III. 

O  Thou  Glory  all  Divine, 

Light  of  Light,  from  God  proceeding, 
All  our  Hearts  and  Minds  refine, 

When  thy  Word  our  Souls  is  feeding. 
Let  our  Pray'r,  and  Meditation, 
Be  a  fweet  and  bleft  Oblation. 
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Of  the  Lord's  Supper. 

O    Jefu  du  mein  Brdutigam. 
To  the  Tune:  O   Lord,  how  many  Miferies. 


OJcfit !  Bridegroom  of  my  Soul, 
Make  me,  a  broken  Veffel,  whole, 
By  that  fweet  Blood  which  on  the  Tree 
Thou  poureft  out  for  Sin  and  me. 
II. 
Full  of  Reproach,  and  full  of  Fear, 
To  thy  bleft  Table  I  draw  near. 
Oh,  tho'Fm  naked,  fick  and  blind^ 
In  Mercy,  caft  me  not  behind. 
III. 
O  Thou  great  Mafter  of  the  Feaft, 
My  King  and  Spoufe,  my  Rock  and  Reft, 
Who  haft  o'er  Sin  the  Vi&Vy  won, 
Put  me  the  Wedding  Garment  on. 
IV. 
O  Great  Phyfician,  ope  my  Eyes ; 
And  heal  my  great  Infirmities. 
Wafh  ev'ry  finful  Stain  away  ; 
And  let  me  tafte  thy  Grace  To-day. 
V. 
Drive  from  me  Darknefs,  Sin  and  Wrath 
Endow  me  with  a  Living  Faith  y 
And  mortifie  my  proud  Self-Love  : 
And  let  thy  Grace  my  Glory  prove. 

L  Thy 


74  Of  ^e  Lord's  Supper* 

VI. 

Thy  Body  is  of  Life  the  Bread 
To  Man  in  Sin  and  Sorrows  dead. 

Thy  Blood's  the  fparkling  Wine  of  Love  ; 

The  richeft  in  the  Stores  above. 
VII. 
Hung'ring  and  thirfting,  lo  !  I  come. 
Oh,  find  me  at  thy  Table,  Room. 

To  me  of  this  bleft  Banquet  give  : 

And  let  me  eat  and  drink,  and  live. 
VIII. 
Tear  from  my  Heart  the  Root  of  Sin  : 
And  there  let  Grace  andGoodnefs  fhine  ; 

Grace  to  fear  God,  and  Sin  efchew ; 

And  Goodnefs  to  give  all  their  Due. 
IX. 
What  Soul  or  Body  want,  fupply; 
Remove  what's  irkfome  to  thine  Eye  ; 

Dwell  in  my  Heart  ;  and  let  me  be 

In  ftridleft  Union  with  Thee. 
X. 
Againft  my  Soul  when  Earth  and  Hell 
Shall  band  ;  or  my  own  Heart  rebel ; 

Subdue  the  Foes :  My  Heart  fubdue  j 

And  keep  me  to  thy  Service  true. 
XL 
Adorn  my  Converfation,  Lord, 
With  all  the  Graces  of  thy  Word  ; 

And,  oh,  prepare  me  all  my  Days, 

To  keep  thy  Law,   and  fmg  thy  Praife. 

XII. 

That  when,  O  Gracious  Prince  of  Life, 
fhou  callTt  me  from  this  World  of  Strife, 
I  may  to  thy  bleft  Prefence  rife 
And  fup  with  Thee  above  the  Skies, 
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Of  True  and  Fcilje  Chriftianity. 

Kommt  laji  euch  den  Herren  lehren. 

To  the  Tune  :  Faithful  God,  I  lay,  &c. 
I. 

COME  and  hear  the  faered  Story, 
Ail  who  have  a  Mind  to  learn, 
What's  their  Life,  Reward  and  Glory, 

Who  the  Chriftian  Title  earn; 
Who,  in  ev'ry  Word  and  Deed, 
Shew  forth  Cbrift^  who  for  'em  bled  ; 
Honour  God,  and  freely  labour 
For  the  Service  of  their  Neighbour, 

II. 

Blefled  are  the  poor  in  Spirit* 

Who  Humility  poflefs  ; 
Anddifclaim  their  own  Self- Merit, 

Confcious  of  their  Nothingnefs  j 
Who  to  God  afcribe  all  Praife, 
Reftingon  him  all  their  Days. 

To  fuch  humble  Souls,  in  Heaven 

Crowns  eternal  lhall  be  given. 

L  2  III.  Blcf- 


76      Of  Trne  and  Palfe  Chriftianky. 

III. 

Blefled  are  the  fecret  Mourners 

For  Corruption  yet  within, 
And  for  all  the  Mocks  that  Scorners 

Make  at  the  Deferts  of  Sin. 
God  who  numbers  all  their  Tears, 
All  their  Sighs,  and  all  their  Pray'rs, 

Will  remove  thofe  fweet  Lamenters, 

Where  no  Sin  nor  Sorrow  enters. 
IV. 
Bleft,  who  in  a  fcorn'd  Condition, 

Bowing  to  the  facred  Rod, 
Meekly  bears  the  Fool's  Derifion, 

And  the  Infults  of  the  Proud  ; 
Leaving  Vengeance  to  the  Lord  ; 
And  obeying  itili  his  Word. 

To  the  Meek  the  Earth  is  given, 

And  the  brighteft  Crowns  in  Heaven. 
V. 
Bleft  are  thofe  who  thirft  and  hunger 

For  the  Sweets  of  Righteoufnefs  ; 
And  in  Grace  grow  daily  ftronger  * 

And  in  all  their  Ways  confefs 
Truth  and  Love  that  well  agree 
With  the  Dove's  Simplicity; 

Hating  Fraud  and  all  Extortion, 

Sweeteft  Plenty  is  their  Portion. 

VI. 

"Rleft  are  Thofe,  who  with  Companion, 
See  their  Fellow-Creatures  Grief; 

And  with  Joy  embrace  th'  Occafion 
To  admlnifter  Relief. 

For 
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For  God's  faving  Love  and  Care 
Putting  up  a  fervent  Pray'r. 

Such  in  Heav'n  firm  Root  have  taken, 

And  fhali  never  be  forfaken. 

VII. 

Bleft  are  Thofe,  who  from  Subje&ion 

To  the  Tyrant  Luft  are  free  ; 
And  with  chaft  and  pure  Affe&ion 

Follow  Truth  and  Purity  : 
Who  renounce  the  Sway  of  Senfe 
For  the  Bands  of  Continence, 

Such  fhall  have  an  endlefs  Treafure 

Of  the  pureft  Love  and  Pleafure. 

VIII. 

Bleft  are  Thofe,  whofe  pious  Labours 

Truth  and  Unity  and  Peace 
To  eftablifh  with  their  Neighbours 

Never  vary,  never  ceafe. 
Whofe  Behaviour  ftill  is  feen 
Calm  and  fteady  and  ferene. 

Thefe  bleft  Mortals  fhall  inherit 

Richeft  Unctions  of  the  Spirit. 
IX. 
Bleft  are  Thofe  who  in  Affii&ion 

Yield  to  Heav'n  and  kifs  the  Rod, 
Without  Pride  or  Contradi&ion  \ 

Fearing  ftill  and  praifing  God. 
Such  fhall  in  the  fharpeft  Wrath 
Tafte  God's  Goodnefs  ;  and  when  Death 

Has  fromev'ry  Grief  unbound  'em, 

Joys  eternal  fhall  furround  'em. 

X.  Lord, 
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X. 

Lord,  with  all  thofe  fplendid  Graces 

O,  this  Day,  my  Wifhes  crown. 
Cover  me  with  thy  Embraces  ; 

And  0  !  make  me  all  thy  own. 
Grant  me  true  Humility, 
And  an  ardenr  Love  for  Thee. 

Bring  my  Foes  to  equal  Meafures  ; 

And  blefs  them  too  with  thefe  Treafures. 
XI. 
Give  me  Grace,  in  all  Conditions 

Firmly  to  adhere  to  Thee  i 
And  in  all  the  Exhibitions 

Of  thy  bounteous  Hand  to  me, 
To  let  my  poor  Neighbour  fhare 
In  my  Plenty  and  my  Pray'r. 

Omy  God,  let  me  inherit 

All  the  Graces  ef  thy  Spirit* 

^rguer  Vater  deine  Liebe* 
PART    the  Firft 

TT^Ather,  thine  eternal  Kindnefs 
Jf*      Shelters  me  from  final  Blindnefs. 

I  in  Cbrift  behold  thy  Face. 
And  before  the  World's  Foundation, 
Thou  didft  chufe  me  to  Salvation  j 

Blelt  for  ever  be  thy  Grace. 
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II. 

Whilft  I  did,  with  wildeft  Furv, 
Wound  thy  Truth,  and  mock  thy  Glory 

Oh  who  can  thy  Patience  tell  ? 
Who  defcribe  that  vaft  Companion, 
Which  weigh'd  down  thy  Indignation, 

And  delivered  me  from  Hell  ? 

III. 

Once  I  thought,  Outfide  Profeffion 
Put  me  firmly  in  Poffeffion 

Of  Religion  pure  and  true ; 
While,  alas  !  all  my  Devotion 
Was  but  empty  airy  Notion, 

Mere  Hypocrifie  and  Shew. 
IV. 
Moral  Duties  and  Dead  Letters 
Are  what  vain  fufficient  Creatures 

Build  their  Hopes  of  Heav'n  upon. 
Works,  Outfide  and  Ceremony 
Make  the  Merit  of  a  Many  ; 

Lofing  thefe,  their  Hope  is  gone, 

V. 

This  waslong my  own  lov'd  Merit 
Till,  O  Lord,  thy  Holy  Spirit 

All  its  Falfehood  let  me  fee  : 
ShewM  me  all  my  Soul's  Difeafes; 
That  all  Merit  is  in  Jefui  \ 

Not  a  {ingle  Grain  in  me. 
VI. 
Oh,  may  I  be  daily  dying 
To  a  wretched  Wor'd,  and  flying 

All  that's  finful,  falfe  and  vain: 

Mat 
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Making  Chrift  my  higheft  Treafure,, 
Firmeft  Truft  and  fweeteft  Pleafure, 
All  ray  Glory,  all  my  Gain. 

VII. 

Mortifie  the  Old  Man  in  me. 

To  my  Saviour's  Likenefs  bring  me. 

Let  me  like  a  Pbtenix  rife 
From  its  Predeceffor's  Alhes  ; 
And  with  Beauty  that  furpaffes 

Mount;  at  Length  above  the  Skies. 

PART   the  Second 


VIIL 

Some  make  Shadows  all  their  Treafurc, 
Halt  between  bafe  Fear  and  Pleafure, 

Or  ran  headlong  down  to  Hell  ; 
Let  my  Faith  take  Wings  and  haften 
To  that  Crofs,  where  Chrift  did  faften 

All  my  Sins,  for  there  I'll  dwell. 
IX. 
"While  on  Works  (true  Faith  declining) 
Or  on  Talents  gayly  Ihining, 

Some  their  own  proud  Trophies  raifc  j 
Be  that  glorious  Gift  of  Heaven,  ■ 
Faith  that's  to  Salvation  given, 
"All  my  Hope,  and  all  my  Piaife. 
X. 
If  for  Egypt's  wretched  Diet, 
Or  for  Sodom's  hellifh  Riot, 

Satan  fhall  enflame  my  Heart  ; 
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O  !  My  God,  do  Thou  reftrain  me: 
O!  beftowin  Plenty  on  me 

Grace  to  quench  his  fiery  Dart. 
XI. 
When  Temptation  near'  has  won  me, 
Prefling  hard,  and  turning  on  me 

All  her  PowVs  and  Arts  and  Charms  ; 
In  that  Hour,  My  God,  fupport  me : 
In  that  Hour,  let  Nothing  hurt  me: 

Save,  oh,  fave  me  in  thy  Arms. 

XII. 

When  in  Seas  of  Trouble  tofTing, 
Friends  deferting,  Terrors  eroding, 

All  my  Strength  and  Skill  are  vain  ; 
From  the  threatening  Dangers  hide  me: 
Be  my  Pilot  too,  and  guide  me 

Safe  to  Shore  and  Peace  aeain. 


"^ 


PART  the  Third. 

XIII. 

He  that  will  not  be  deferted 
Muft  in  Jefus  be  inferted, 

And  become  a  fruitful  Tree, 
Hat?  all  worldly  Care  and  Pleafure, 
Strive  for  Chrilt's  moft  holy  Treafure, 

And  avoid  Hypocrify. 
XIV. 
Who  in  Chrift  feeks  his  Salvation, 
Builds  upon  the  beft  Foundation, 

And  of  gaining  Heav'n  is  fure 

M  And 
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And  this  Truft  in  his  Salvation 
Ev'ry  Evil  and  Temptation 
Makes  him  firmly  to  endure. 

XV: 

God  of  Mercy,  blefs  thy  Creature. 
Form  me  to  thy  Holy  Nature. 

Child-like  Innocence  be  mine. 
Grant  me  Joy  in  thy  Salvation  : 
Grant  me  this  fweet  Confirmation, 

That  I'm  deftin'd  to  be  thine. 

XVI. 

Refignation to  all  Trial, 
Faith  and  Hope  and  Self-denial, 

Be  the  Rulers  of  my  Days. 
Take  me  out  of  mere  ProfelTion 
To  a  full  and  firm  Poffeflion 

Of  the  Truth  which  Cbrift  difplays. 

XVII. 

Mocks  and  Scorns  at  my  Condition, 
Babel's  Curfing  and  Derifion,  , 

"Will  be  Nothing  in  my  Ear, 
If  my  Saviour  does  not  fly  me. 
If  my  Saviour  ftands  but  by  me, 

Where's  the  Rage  I  cannot  bear  ? 
XVIII. 
O  Lord,  heal  my  corrupt  Nature. 
Make,  Q  make  me  a  new  Creature. 

And  confirm  me  with  the  Seal 
Of  thy  Holy  Gracious  Spirit. 
And  abolifh  my  Self-Merit, 

And  whatever  withftands  thy  Will 


XIX.  Make 
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XIX. 

Make  me  fond  of  ftill  Receffes  ; 
Where  thy  Love  and  thy  Careffes 

May  enflame  and  fix  my  Heart, 
To  love,  pleafure  and  adore  Thee, 
To  walk  faithfully  before  Thee, 

And  no  more  from  Thee  depart. 
XX. 
Add  my  Friends  and  my  Relations, 
To  thy  Holy  Happy  Nations, 

To  the  Empire  of  thy  Grace. 
Guide  'em  by  thy  bleffed  Spirit  : 
Let'em  all  at  Length  inherit 

Everlafting  Toy  and  Peace. 
XXI. 
Bring  both  Jews  and  Gentiles  to  Thee  : 
Bring  thy  ftraying  Sheep  to  know  Thee  : 

From  their  Blindnefs  fet  them  free. 
Call,  Thou  loving  faithful  Shepherd, 
Call  'em  from  the  barren  Defart, 

To  confefs  and  follow  Thee. 
XXII. 
Then  lhall  all  thy  Flock,  united, 
With  their  Lamps  full  trimm'd  and  lighted. 

Keep  the  Marriage  of  the  Lamb  ; 
Their  Redeemer  ever  praifing, 
Endlefs  Hallelujahs  raifing 

And  Ho/annas  to  his  Name. 


M  2  Pfalm 
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Pfalm  XIV.    " 

E  s  fprichf  der  JJnweifen  Mund  woL 


VAIN  foolifh  Men  profanely  boaft 
Of  God  and  true  Religion  : 
Their  faithlefs  Hearts  are  full  of  Luft, 

Their  Life's  a  Contradi&ion: 
Corrupted  is  their  very  Frame  •> 
God's  Holinefs  abhors  the  fame ; 

There's  None  doth  Good,  but  Evil. 
II. 
The  Lord,  from  his  coeleftial  Throne, 

Look'd  down  on  evr'y  Creature, 
To  find  one  Man  who  had  begun 

To  love  God's  holy  Nature ; 
But  all  the  Race  was  gone  aftray, 
AH  had  forfook  the  faving  Way 

Of  Christ's  bright  Revelation. 
III. 
How  long  will  they  be  ignorant 

Of  their  Abomination, 
Who  thus  defpife  my  Covenant, 

Nor  fpare  my  Holy  Nation  ? 


They 
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They  never  call  upon  ihe  Lord, 
But  truft  unto  their  golden  Hoard, 
And  turn  their  own  Defenders. 

IV. 

Yet  are  their  Hearts  in  conftant  Pain, 
And  fecret  Fear  and  Trembling. 

God  with  his  Si  on  will  remain, 
Where  Saints  are. ftiJI  affembling  : 

But  you  deride  the  Poors5  Advice, 

Their  greateft  Comfort  you  defpife, 
That  God's  their  only  Refuge. 

V, 

O,  that  the  joyful  Day  wou'd  come, 
To  change  our  mournful  Station, 

When  God  will  bring  his  Children  home, 
And  finifh  our  Salvation  ! 

Then  (hall  the  Tribes  of  Jacob  fing, 
And  Judah  praife  their  Lord  and  King, 

With  lafting  Hallelujahs. 


Of 
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Of  the  Fall  of  Man. 

Durch  Adams  Fall  ifl  gantz  verderbt. 

I. 

WHEN  ^te  fell,  the  Frame  entire 
Of  Nature  was  infe&ed. 
The  Source,  whence  came  the  Poifon  dire, 

Was  not  to  be  corre&ed, 
But  by  God's  Grace,  which  favesour  Race 

From  its  entire  Deftrudtion. 
The  fatal  Luft,  indulg'd  at  firft, 

Of  Death  was  the  Produ&ion. 
IL 
5inceEvE  by  Satan  was  intic'd 

T'indulge  her  Deviation 
From  God's  Command  (which  Ihe  defpis'd,) 

And  ruin  the  Creation  *, 
What  fhou'd  be  done?  but  God  the  Son 

Muft  in  our  very  Nature 
Retrieve  our  Lofs  by's  Blood  and  Crofs, 

And  fave  the  Rebel-Crqature. 
III. 
By  one  Man's  Guilt  we  are  enflav'd 

To  Sin,  Death,  Hell  and  Devil ; 
But  by  another's  Grace  was  fav?d 

Mankind  from  all  this  Evil : 
And  as  we  all,  by  Adam's  Fall 

Were  fentenc'd  to  Damnation  \ 
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So  the  Man-God  has  by  his  Blood 
Regain'd  our  loft  Salvation. 

IV. 

Has  God  beftow'd  his  only  Son 

On  us  rebellious  Creatures, 
To  fave  our  Souls,which  were  undone, 

And  walh  our  finful  Natures 
From  all  their  Guilt  by  th'  Blood  he  fpilt ; 

By's  Death  and  Refurre&ion  ? 
Then  no  Delay  ;  this  is  the  Day 

T'infure  thy  own  Ele&ion. 

V. 

Christ  is  the  Way,  the  Light,  the  Door, 

The  Hope  and  Life  eternal, 
The  Father's  Word  and  Counfellor 

To  coiquer  Pow'rs  infernal ; 
Our  ftrongeft  Shield,  t'obtain  the  Field  ; 

The  Helmet  of  Salvation. 
Have  we  a  Share  in  him,  who  dare 

Affign  us  to  Damnation  ? 

VI. 

That  Man  is  impious  and  unjuft, 

His  Hope's  Abomination, 
Who  does  in  God  not  put  his  Truft, 

For  Help  and  for  Salvation  : 
He  that  will  frame  another  Name 

Than  Christ's,  to  juftifie  him, 
Will  foon  renounce  his  Confidence, 

When  Satan  cornes  to  try  him. 

VIL  But 
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f  VII. 

Kit  who  makes  God  his  Hope  and  Truft, 

Shall  never  be  confounded. 
No  Cleaver  to  this  Rock  is  loft, 

Tho'  ev'ry  where  furrounded 
With  daring  Foes  and  trying  Woes  ; 

His  Faith  yet  ftands  unfhaken. 
Who  loves  the  Lord,  fhall  by  no  Sword 

Nor  Woe  be  overtaken. 

VIII. 

I  fend  my  Cries  unto  the  Lord, 
My  Heart  implores  his  Favour, 

To  grant  me  of  nis  living  Word 
A  never  failing  Savour  ; 

That  Sin  and  Shame  may  lofe  the  Claim 
To  hinder  my  Salvation  5 

In  Christ,  the  Scope  of  all  my  Hfpe, 

*     I'fcape  Death  and  Damnation. 
IX. 

Thy  Word's  a  Lanthorn  to  my  Feet ; 

My  Soul's  beft  Information  \ 
My  fureft  Guide  and  Path  to  meet 

The  Morning  of  Salvation : 
This  leading  Star,  where't  doth  appear, 

Reveals  thofe  heavenly  Grase?, 
Which  are  laid  up  for  all  that  hope 

To  tafte  the  Lord's  Embraces. 
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Of  Repentance. 


Ach  Got!  und  Herri 

I. 

OGod,  my  Lord ! 
How  great's  my  Hoard 
Of  Sin  to  Condemnation  ! 
And  where's  the  Means 

In  thefe  fad  Scenes 
To  make  Propitiation  ? 

II. 

Shall  I,  to  cleanfe 

Me  from  my  Sins, 
Traverfe  all  Lands  and  Oceans  ? 

Run  to  and  fro 

To  lofe  my  Woe  ? 
Oh  !  fruitlcfs  empty  Notions  ! 

III. 

No,  I  will  fly 

To  God,  and  cry, 
O,  fave  me  from  Damnation  ; 

For  what  thy  Son 

Has  freely  done 
Is  full  Propitiation. 
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IV.  But 


y 


90  O/Repentance, 

IV. 

But  if  thou  wilt 

Chaftife  my  Guilt, 
And  make  me  feel  thineArrows  ; 

Chaftife  me  here  ; 

But  keep  me  clear 
Of  everlafting  Sorrows. 
V. 

And  while,  Moft  High, 

Thy  Arrows  file, 
O,  pram  me  Refignation 

To  thy  bleft  Will, 

That  ne'er  did  ill, 
And  bring  me  to  Salvation. 

VI. 

And  deal  with  me 
As  feems  to  Thee 
•  Moft  good,  O,   Thou  Moft  Holy ! 
Do  but  avert 
Th'eternal  Smart 
That's  due  unto  my  Folly. 

VII. 

As  a  poor  Worm 

Before  a  Storm 
(Clouds  gathering,  Thunder  growling) 

In  the  Earth  hides  , 

And  there  abides, 
While  Tmoaking  Show'rs  are  falling ; 
VIII. 

So  I,  when  Sin 

And  Hell  begin 
To  threaten  my  Undoing, 

Run 
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Run  to  the  Side 

Of  Christ,  and  hide 
Me  from  the  threatened  Ruin. 
IX. 

His  wounded  Sid« 

My  Soulfhall  hide, 
When  Death  fhall  draw  his  Arrow. 

In  Christ  true  Faith 

Redeems  from  Death 
And  Hell  and  Sin  and  Sorrow. 

X. 

O  !  Bleffedbe 

Th'  Eternal  Three, 
The  Father,  Son  and  Spirit ; 

Bleft  Three  in  One, 

To  whom  the  Son 
Reftores  us  by  his  Merit. 


Allein  zu  dir  Herr  Jefit   Chriji. 

I. 

IN  Thee,  Lord  Christ,  is  fix'd  my  Hope 
And  only  Confolation ; 
L  know,  thy  Mercy  bears  me  up, 
Whilftin  this  mortal  Station  : 
None  of  the  Holieft  round  thy  Throne, 
Nor  any  Saint  on  Earth,  I  own, 
Can  here  relieve  me  in  Diftrefs. 

ToThee  I  prefs, 
The  Center  of  my  Happinefs. 

N  a  IL  I 
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II. 

I  feel  the  Load  of  Sin,  and  grieve 

My  Guilt  beyond  Expreflion  y 
But  for  thy  Blood's  fake,  Lord,  forgive 

My  numberlefs  TranfgrefTion  ; 
And,  cloathed  with  thy  Righteoufnefs, 
Reftore  me  to  thy  Father's  Grace, 

To  tafte  his  condefcending  Love : 

Lord,  ftill  improve 
Thy  Promife  made  me  from  above. 

III. 

A  living  Faith,  O  Lord,    beftow 

On  me  thy  feeble  Creature, 
That  I  may  tafte  and  fee  and  know 

The  Sweetnefs  of  thy  Nature, 
A»d  love  my  God  in  Word  and  Thought, 
And  all  my  Neighbours  as  I  ought ; 

And  when  I  leave  this  mortal  Clay, 

Oh,  chace  away 
The  Powers  of  Satan  in  that  Day. 
IV. 
To  our  Almighty  God  abore, 

The  Father  everlafting, 
To  God  made  Man,  his  Son  and  Love, 

"Whofe  Merit's  never  wafting, 
And  to  the  Holy  Ghost  be  giv'n 
Immortal  Praife  in  Earth  and  Heav'n  : 
To  Thee,  the  Holy  God  alone, 

Great  Three  in  One, 
All  Honour  be  for  ever  done. 
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So  wahr  ich  lebey  Jpricht  deln  Gott. 

To  the  Tune  of:    0:r  Father \  who  from 
H'av'n  above. 

I. 

SURE  as  I  live,  thy  Maker  faith, 
I  ne'er  defire  the  Sinner's  Death, 
But  rather  that  he  turn  betimes 
From  all  his  former  Ways  and  Crimes, 
With  true  Repentance  come  to  me, 
And  live  to  all  Eternity. 

II. 

O  Man !  let  this  Word  comfort  thee: 
Sink  not,   great  as  thy  Sins  may  be : 
Lay  hold  on  this  free-offer'd  Grace, 
That's  here  confirm'd  by  Promifes, 
Nay,  feaPd  with  God's  moft  folemn  Oath, 
They're  bleft  who  their  Tranfgreflions  loath. 

III. 

But  hate  prefuming  Carelefnefs  ; 

Think  not,  there's  Time  enough  for  Grace  ; 
I'll  firft  partake  of  youthful  Mirth, 
Till  I'm  convine'd,  how  vsin's  the  Earth ; 

Then  Ihall  my  ferious  Thoughts  begin 

To  eek  For?ivenefs  for  my  Sin. 

IV.  True 
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IV. 

True,    God  is  ready  with  his  Grace 

Repenting  Sinners  to  embrace  ; 
Yet,  who  runs  up  his  Sinful  Score 
On  Grace,  till  he  can  fin  no  more, 

May  find,  to  his  amazing  Coft, 

Long  fuff 'ring  Mercy  wholly  loft. 

V. 

Mersy  thy  God  has  promis'd  thee, 

For  Christ  his  Blood  and  Agony  ; 
Yet  in  his  Word  did  never  fay, 
That  thou  fhou'dft  lire  another  Day  : 

That  thou  muft  die,  he  has  reveal'd  ; 

But  th5  Hour  of  Death  lies  ftill  conceaPd. 

VI. 

To  Day  thou  liv'ft  •,  To  Day  repent, 
Left  all  thy  Life  ihou'd  be  mifpent : 

Who's  brifk  to  Day ;  looks  fair  and  red  ; 

May  lie  to  morrow  fick  and  dead  : 
Who  dies  in  his  Impenitence, 
Will  ever  curfe  his  Negligence, 

VII. 

O  bleffed  J  e  s  u  !  grant  I  may      t. 

Return  to*  Thee  this  very  Day, 
And  live  in  conftant  Penitence, 
Till  Death  repairs  to  call  me  hence. 

That  T,  in  ev'ry  Time  and  Place, 

Be  well  prepared  to  end  my  Race. 

ErbarM 
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Erbarm  dich  mei?i  O  Herre  Gott. 

On  the  Fifty  Fir  ft  Pfelra. 

I. 

SHevv  Pitv,  Lord  !  O  Lord,  forgive  ! 
Is  not  thy   Mercy  ftill  the  fame  ? 
Let  a  repenting  Sinner  live : 

Pardon  his  Guilt  who  owns  his  Shame. 
If  Thou  thy  Judgments  fheuld'ft  difplay; 

I  die;  and  Righteous  is  thy  Name. 
But,  O  my  God,  thy  Judgments  Itay  \ 
For  I  confefs  my  Sin  and  Shame. 

II. 

I  from  the  Stock  of  Adam  came  ; 

And  my  Conception  was  unclean  ; 
My  whole  Original  is  Shame; 

My  Nature  Nothing  elfe  but  Sin. 
No  bleeding  Bird,  nor  bleeding  Beaft, 

Nor  running  Brook,  norJPlood,  nor  Sea, 
Nor  Hyffop-Branch,  nor  fprinkling  Prieft, 

Can  wafh  my  native  Stain  away. 

III. 
O,  cleanfe  my  Heart,  and  chear  my  Soul  \ 

O,  chear  me  with  Forgiving  Love  ; 
And  make  my  broken  Spirit  whole  ; 

And  all  my  Sin  and  Shame  remove. 

Let 
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Let  not  thy  Spirit  quite  depart ; 

Hide  not  thy  Love  ;  hide  not  thy  Face. 
O,    deanfe  again  my  vicious  Heart, 

And  fill  it  with  thy  faving  Grace. 

IV. 

The  Wicked  will  I  teach  thy  Ways  ; 

And  to  confefs  their  Saviour  bring; 
And  fhew  the  Wonders  of  thy  Grace ; 

And  teach  'em  all  thy  Praife  to  fing. 
O,    Gracious  God  !  my  Heart  infpire 

With  ev'ry  Movement  of  thy  Grace  ; 
And  touch  my  Tongue  with  hallow'd  Fire, 

To  praife  the  Lord  my  Righteoufnefs. 

V. 

No  Sacrifice  doft  Thou  require, 

Befides  a  Heart  that's  broke  for  Sin  j 
I  bring  it  then,  at  thy  Defire ; 

And  it  is  All  that  I  can  bring. 
Thy  own  Jerusalem  rebuild  ; 

And  raife  her  broken  Walls  again  ; 
And  be  fhe  with  thy  Glory  fill'd, 

To  joy  all  Thofe  that  love  thy  Name- 
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Aus  tiejfer  Noth  fcftrey  ich  zu  dir. 

On  the  CXXXth  Pfalm, 

I. 

Out  of  the  Deeps  of  dark  Diflrefs, 
The  Deeps  of  Defperation, 
I  cry  to  Thee,  my  God,  for  Grace, 

For  Love  and  for  Salvation. 
Father  Almighty,  fhould  thine  Eye 
Be  ftri£t  to  mark  Iniquity, 

Oh  !  who  could  ftand  before  Thee, 
II. 
But  (Praife  eternal  to  thy  Name) 

Thou  haft  a  Throne  eredted, 
A  Glorious  Throne  of  Grace,  where  Man 

Was  never  yet  rejected. 
For  Mercy  is  with  Thee,  our  God  ; 
Thy  Son  has  fealed  with  his  Blood 
Our  Pardon  and  Salvation. 
III. 
In  Thee  alone  I  put  my  Truft, 

Difclaiming  all  Self-Merit. 
O,  Mighty,  Merciful  andjuft, 

Thee  I  adore  in  Spirit. 
To  thy  bleft  Word  full  Truft  I  give  : 
'Tis  my  Support  while  yet  I  live  ; 
And  will  fupport  me  dying. 

O  IV.  With 
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II. 

Under  thine  affli&ing  Touch 

Day  and  Night  I  languiih ; 
Streaming  Sorrows  wafh  my  Couch  ; 
I'm  piere'd  through  with  Anguilh  ; 
And  am  hoarfe 
Thro5  the  Courfe 
Of  a  long  Complaining, 
All  my  Powers  (training. 

III. 
Sorrow  darkens  all  my  Days. 

Night  ftill  hears  me  wailing, 
And  the  Minutes,  as  they  pafs, 
Mournful  o'er  me  telling. 
Oh,  my  Blame  ! 
Oh,  my  Shame  ! 
That  I've  been  audacious 
'Gainft  a  God  fo  gracious. 

IV. 

Lord,  mine  Eye's  confum'd  with  Grief, 

And  my  Heart  with  fighing  : 
Yet  that  thou  wouldft  grant  Relief, 
I  cannot  ceafe  crying. 
Lord  !  how  long 
Shall  my  Song 
Dwell  on  Lamentation, 
Void  of  Confolation. 

V. 
Hear  poor  Duft  and  Allies  fpeak  : 

'Favour  my  Petition : 
Save  me  for  thy  Mercy's  Sake ; 
Save  me  from  Perdition 

O  2  Hear 
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Hear  my  Groans ; 

Heal  my  Bones, 
Which  ( Oh  !  angry  Token) 
Thou,  My  God,  haft  broken. 

VI. 

Lord,  my  fainting  Spirit  fave 

From  the  wrathful  Sentence. 
Save  from  Death  ;  for  in  the  Grave 
There  is  no  Repentance. 
Hear  my  Moan 
Thou  alone 
From  my  Sins  can  ft  free  me, 
And  from  Death  redeem  me. 

VII. 

Fly,  ye  Tempters  ;    Heaven  is  mov'dL 
Mercy  is  defcending. 
God  has  all  my  Pray'r  approved; 
All  my  Griefs  are  ending, 
Satan  fly: 
Mercy's  nigh. 
Him  ThouTt  long  tormented 
Now  fhall  live  contented. 
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Of  Faith  and  Juftification. 

Es  ifl  das  Hey  I  tins  komrnen  her. 

I. 

OU  R   whole  Salvation  doth  depend 
On  God's  free  Grace  and  Spirit  i 
All  our  good  Works  can  ne'er  defend 

A  Boaft  upon  our  Merit 
Derived  .is  our  Righteoufrefs 
From  Cbri    and  his  attoning  Grace  > 
He  is  our  Mediator. 

II. 

What  God  commanded  in  the  Law 

Was  far  be  /end  our  Doing  : 
There  finful  Nature  Nothing  faw 

But  hopeiefs  Death  and  Ruin. 
The  fiery  Mount  fpread?  black  Defpair: 
There's  no  Reprieve  nor  Pardon  there 

For  us  Apo. Late-Wretches. 

III. 

Who  can  maintain  the  bold  Conceit, 

That  poor  Mankind  was  able 
T'obferve  by  Means  of  nat'ral  Light, 

The  firft  and  fecond  Table  ? 
The  Law  reveals  the  Root  of  Sin, 
Which  lay  before  conceal'd  within, 

With  all  its  hellifh  Branches. 

iy.  No  ! 
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IV.  J 

No  !  t'was  beyond  all  human  Art 

To  purge  that  deep  Pollution  ; 
All  Means  to  move  the  poifon'd  Dart 

Confirm'd  the  foul  Difufion. 
The  Lord  a  feigned  Work  abhors  > 
Mere  Flefti  increafes  but  the  Curfe 

Of  our  intaiPd  Corruption. 

y. 

The  Law  cried,  Juftice  muft  be  done, 
Or  Men  doom'd  to  Damnation  : 

But  Mercy  fent  th'eternal  Son, 
Who  purchased  our  Salvation, 

FulfiU'd  the  Law  in  its  Extent, 

And  gave  its  Wrath  a  thorough  Vent, 
Topafs  the  Sons  of  Adam. 

VI. 

Thus  having  all  the  Law  fulfilled 

Through  Christ's  bleft  Crofs  and  Paflion, 

He's  now  the  Rock,  whereon  we  build 
Our  Faith  and  whole  Salvation. 

We  call  him  Lord,  our  Righteoufnefs, 

Whofe  Death  has  purchas'd  Life  and  Grace, 
And  ranfom'd  us  for  ever. 

VII. 

Mv  Faith  avoids  all  Doubt  and  Fear; 

Thy  Word  can  ne'er  deceive  me  •, 
Thou  fay'ft  no  Sinner  lhall  defpair, 

None  perilh  who  believes  Thee. 
Who  refts  on  God,  and  is  baptiz'd, 
Is  fureiy  theRedeem'd  by  Christ, 

And  'fcapes  eternal  Torment. 

VIII.  The 
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VIII. 

The  Man  that  bears  the  Faith  that  ihines 

In  Works  of  chriftian  Merit, 
Is  juftified,  and  bears  the  Signs 

Of  a  confe fling  Spirit. 
A  living  Faith's  what  God  regards, 
His  Love  doth  Good  without  Rewards. 

Art  thou  new  born  in  Spirit  ? 

IX. 

The  Law  reveals  fins  Sinfulnefs, 

Inhancing  th'  Accufation, 
The  Gofpel  tenders  faving  Grace 

For  Sinners  Confolation  ; 
Bids  all  lay  hold  on  Jesu's  Crofs  ; 
The  Law  could  ne'er  retrieve  our  Lofs, 

With  all  its  beft  Performance. 

X. 
True  genuine  Gofpel- Works  denote 

A  Faith  of  God's  infpiring. 
That  Faith  is  vain,  which  is  remote 

And  from  Good  Works  retiring. 
Yet  Faith  alone's  what  juftifies, 
The  Love  t'our  Neighbour  well  implies, 

We.  are  fincere  Believers. 

XI. 

The  living  Hope  with  Patience  waits 

God's  promis'd  ^Confolation, 
Takes  all  the  Turns  of  Eafe  and  Streights 

With  Chriftian  Resignation. 
God  knows  the  Time  for  our  Relief, 
T'afTwage  our  greateft  Pain  and  Grief, 

In  him  we  have  Affiance. 

XII.  Be 
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XII. 

Be  not  caft  down,  when  he  delays 
To  crown  thine  Expe&ation  ; 

He  then  is  neareft,  when  thy  Ways 
Seem  full  of  Defolation  ; 

On  his  eternal  Word  rely, 

E'en  tho'  thy  wav'ring  Heart  deny, 
And  truft  in  thy  Redeemer. 

XIII. 

To  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghoft 

Immortal  Praife  be  given  > 
Whofe  Paflion  to  rcftore  Men  loft 

Is  all  the  Song  of  Heaven. 
May  Jews  and  all  the  Gentile-Raee 
Soon  call 'Thee  Lord  their  Righteoufnefs : 

Thy  Name  be  ever  hallow'd. 

XIV. 

Thy  Kingdom  come,  thy  Will  be  done 

As  'tis  by  Saints  in  Glory ; 
With  daily  Bread  our  Tables  crown  ; 

Forgive  our  Sins  before  Thee, 
As  we  forgive  our  Debtors  here  : 
Let  no  Temptation  breed  Defpair: 

From  111  redeem  us,  Amen. 
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Of  a  Chriftian  Life  and 
Converfation. 

Hilffmir  mem  Gott !    hilff,  dafs  nach  dir. 

I. 

LORD,  raife  in  me  a  conftant  Flame 
Of  undefird  Devotion, 
To  feek  to  thy  Almighty  Name 
When  Sin  in  me's  in  Motion. 
Vouchfafe,  that  I  with  Joy  efpy 

Thy  Prefence  in  Affliction  ; 
And  grant  me  Care  to  fhun  the  Snare 
Of  fulfill  Contradi&ion. 

II. 

Draw  me  by  penitential  Smart 

To  holy  Refignation ; 
Create  anew  my  vicious  Heart, 

And  make  it  thine  Oblation. 
Let  me  Ihed  Tears  for  all  the  Years 

Mifpent  in  finful  Pleafure. 
Give  genVous  Hands  to  make  Amends 

For  wafted  Time  and  Treafure. 

III. 

Quench  all  my  Luftand  carnal  Fire  *, 
The  Fuel  of  Damnation, 

P  And 
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And  turn  the  Stream  of  my  Defire 

To  ftrive  for  my  Salvation  ; 
Lord,   grant,  that  I  may  ne'er  deny 
I :  Thy  Truth  in  Perfecution , 

Thy  Grace  fupprefs  all  Selfilhnefs, 
To  keep  me  from  Pollution. 
IV. 
All  angry  Motions  turn  in  me 

Into  a  meek  Behaviour  \ 
Endow  me  with  Humility, 
The  Garment  of  my  Saviour: 
'I  Whate'er  of  Sin  remains  within, 

Deftroy  in  its  firft  Movement : 
Let  Love  and  Peace,  the  Fruits  of  Grace, 
Make  daily  new  Improvement. 
V. 
Encreafe  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity, . 
By  holy  Meditation, 
*s|  And  make  me  tread  with  Conftancy 

The  Paths  of  thy  Salvation. 
To  guard  my  Tongue  from  fpeaking  wrong, 

Or  giving  bad  Example, 
The  Body  feed,  yet  take  great  Heed, 
Not  to  defile  thy  Temple. 
VI. 
Grant,  that  by  faithful  Diligence 

I  may  adorn  my  Station, 
Nor  by  proud  impious  Pretence 

Lofe  thy  Communication. 
Indecency  and  Cruelty 

Remove  from  Thought  and  Aftion ; 
Hard  heartednefs  and  ev'ry  Vice 
Root  out,  wich  their  Infe&ion. 

VII.  Make 
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and  Converfajtion. 

VII. 

Make  me,  by  following  good  Advice, 

Forfake  difcover'd  Error, 
The  Needy  help  without  Difguife  ; 

And  Friends  and  Foes  to  pray  for  •, 
Serve  ev'ry  Mortal  as  I  can  ; 

Hate  Sin,  and  fhun  its  Pleafure. 
Thy  faving  Word  condudt  me,  Lord, 

Till  I  obtain  thy  Treafure. 
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Upon  /^Lord's  Prayer. 

Vater  unfer  im  Himmelreich. 

I. 

OUR  Father  !-  who  from  Heav'n  above  • 
Bid  ft  us  to  live  in  conftant  Love, 
As  Brethren,  and  in  Truth  to  join, 
T'adore  this  Father-Name  of  thine, 
Grant  we  may  always  pray  to  Thee 
In  Spirit  and  Sincerity. 

II. 
Thy  Name  be  hallow'd  ev'ry  where  ; 
Make  us  to  read  thy  Word  with  Care, 
That  we  may  live  accordingly, 
An£  praife  thy  facred  Name  on  high  ; 
FromFAH  that's  falfe,  and  All  that's  vain 
Thy  poor,  thy  wand'ring  Flock  reftrain. 

P  2  III.  Thy 
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PRAYER. 

III. 

Thy  Kingdom  come  \  thy  Grace  be  nigh, 
O'er  all  the  Earth,  o'er  all  the  Sky  * 
The  Holy  Spirit  of  thy  Grace, 
Beftow  his  Gifts  on  Human  Race. 
From  Satan's  woful  Tvranny, 
Keep  all  thy  Churches  fafe  and  free. 

IV. 

Thy  Will  be  done  on  Earth,  as  well 
As  'tis  in  Keav'n,  where  Angels  dwell  ; 
In  Joy  and  Sorrow  make  our  Mind 
Be  chearfully  to  Thee  refign'd  ; 
And  all  our  carnal  Motions  ftijl, 
That  do  withftand  thy  holy  Will. 

V. 

Give  us  this  Day,  our  daily  Bread, 

And  what  we  want  for  prefent  Need  : 
From  foul  Contention,  Strife,  and  War, 
From  Dearth  and  Peft,  remove  us  far, 

Preferve  our  Peace  and  Liberty  ; 

From  filthy  Lucre  fet  us  free. 

VI 

Forgive  us  ail  our  Trefpaffes, 

That  are  fo  great  and  numberlefs  \ 
And  make  us  willing  to  forgive 
Our  Foes?  and  with  them  kindly  Ir 

Let  mutual  Love  and  Charity 

Umtc  thy  Chrij>ia:>  Family. . 


, 


VII.  Int 


HI 


O/PRAYER. 


109 


VII. 


Into  Temptation  lead  us  not. 

When  Satan  lays  his  feeret  Plot,  . 
O,  lend  us  thine  Almighty  Hand 
To  fight  with  Courage,  andwithftand  : 

That,  arm'd  with  Faith,  as  with  a  Shield, 

"We  may  at  laft  obtain  the  Field. 

VIII. 

At  length  enlarge  and  fet  us  free 
From  S;n,  and  all  itsMifery  : 

Redeem  us  from  eternal  Death  ; 

Thy  Grace  fupport  our  dying  Breath  ; 
And  be  our  Death  an  Entrance  bleft 
Into  a  fweet  eternal  Re(t. 

IX. 

Fortune's  the  Pow'r,  the  Glory  thine, 
And  thine  for  ever  will  remain. 

Increafe  our  Faith  ;  and  guide  our  Ways; 

And  give  us  Grace  thy  Name  to  praife. 
According  to  thy  facred  Word, 
A  bleffed  Amen  us  afluid 
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The  Golden  Alphabet. 

Allein  auf  Gottfetz  dein  Vertraun. 

To  the  Tune  :  0  Lord,  how  many  Miferies. 

I. 

A  Lone  in  God  put  thou  thy  Truft : 
Who  trufts  in  Man,  depends  on  Duft, 
There's  None  but  God  to's  Promife  juft. 
The  Old  Simplicity  is  loft, 

BIL 
eware  of  Lofing  thy  good  Name, 
For  Credit's  of  a  tender  Frame  : 
By  Pain  and  Labour  'tis  atchiev'd ; 
Once  loft,  can  feldom  be  retrieved. 

CIIL 
hatting  avoid,  but  rather  hear, 
Wilt  thou  with  any  Grace  appear. 

Grave  Silence  meets  with  fure  Refpeft ; 
But  Prating  always  with  Negledt. 

DIV. 
efpife  thy  felf ;  refpeft  the  Great, 
T'avoid  their  Wrath  and  thy  Defeat ; 
Wilt  thou  find  Comfort  in  Diftrefs  ? 
The  Meaneft  treat  with  Gentlenefs. 

Ev. 
xpel  all  haughty  Thoughts,  and  flee 
Thole  Scandals  ot  Profperity. 

The  Lord  thy  Plenty  doth  beftow 
To  make  thee  great  a#d  humble  too. 

VI.  Fear 


W 
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EVI. 
ear  thou  the  Lord,  and  prize  him  more 
a  radiant  Gold  and  richeft  Oar : 
Gold  may  be  fpent,  but  Godly  Fear 
Is  a  rich  Store  will  ne'er  impair. 

GVIL 
ive  to  the  Lord  with  chearful  Heart, 
When  God  his  Bleflings  doth  impart; 
Left  thou  fhou'dft  meet  the  woful  Fate, 
"Which  Christ  of  Dives  did  relate, 

HVIII. 
aft  thou  receiv'd  a  Benefit  ? 
With  Gratefulnefs  thy  felf  acquit. 
.>    Pity  fincere  do  thou  exprefs 

When  thou  fe'eft  others  in  DXtrefs. 
T  IX. 

J[n  Labour  fpend  thy  youthful  Age  > 
^That  brings  a  goodly  Heritage : 

Hard  Work's  unfit  for  Silver-Hair, 
When  WTeaknefs  multiplies  thy  Care. 

Kx. 
ind  be  to  All,  yet  truft  but  Few  ; 
Pretended  Friendthip  bid  Adieu  ; 

Think  on  the  Word,  found  true  of  Old, 
What  glitters  is  not  always  Gold. 

LXI. 
et  no  Difturbanee  feize  thy  Heart, 
When  frowning  Fortune  feems  to  thwart: 
A  hard  Beginning,  when  it  ends, 
Will  make  thee  more  than  full  Amends. 

A /I  m 

/  jL\  Jitter  thy  cholVic  Thoughts  within  ; 
t  Be  angry,  but  commit  no  Sin  > 

For 
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For  Wrath  befpeaks  thee  Satan's  Slave, 

Who  can't  difcern  what's  true  or  iafe. 
VT  XIII. 

X%i  e'er  be  afham'd  to  live  and  learn, 
If  thou  wilt  mind  thy  main  Concern : 

Wife  Men  make  ev'ry  Place  their  Home ; 

But  Sluggards  ftarve,  where'er  they  come, 

OXIV. 
ne  Party  hear,  but  thine  Applaufe 
Deter,  till  thou  know'ft  th'other's  Caufe  : 
Bejuft,  for  Prejudice  mifguides  ; 
There's  often  Faults  on  both  the  Sides. 

Pxv- 
ride  dates  its  firft  Original 

From  Lucifer  s  and  Adants  Fall : 

Are  Many  loft  by  Wind  and  Tide  ? 

More  fuffer  Shipwreck  by  their  Pride. 

QXVI. 
uote  Nothing,  but  what  edifies  ; 
-A  falfe  Report  foon  grows  and  dies. 
A  Gentleman  well  bred  and  born, 
Gives  all  he  hears  a  loving  Turn. 

RXVIL 
ely  in  all  thine  Exigence 
On  thy  Creator's  Providence : 
None  is  forfaken  by  the  Lord, 
Whofe  Life  is  guided  by  his  Word. 

S  XVIII. 

hort  is  thy  Time  -,  Tide  ftays  for  None ; 
The  World's  a  Flafh,  that  foon  is  gone. 
Be  not  beguil'd  with  fenfual  Charms  ; 
Thy  Life's  at  Stake  in  Dinah's  Arms. 

XIX.  Thou 
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TXIX. 
hou  muft  continue  doing  Good  ; 
But  ftill  expert  to  be  withftood : 

What  Adtion  knowTt  thou  ever  done, 
Which  was  approv'd  by  Ev'ry  one. 

Uxx. 
pon  no  Riches  fet  thy  Heart, 
Left  it  fhou'd  break,  if  they  depart  : 

That  Man  is  wife,  whofc  Heart  is  there, 
Where  never  fading  Treafures  are. 

WXXI. 
ill  A&y  one  contend  with  thee  ? 
Be  rather  mute  than  difagree. 
One  Contradiction  raifes  Ten, 
And  they  will  end,  you  know  not  when. 

XXXII. 
prxe:^  relying  on  his  Hoft, 
Was  baffled  in  his  haughty  Boaft. 
Art  thou  at  War  ?  rely  on  God, 
Who  bringeth  Peace,  and  brings  the  Rod. 

Y  XXIII. 

oung  thy  Creator  learn  to  fear, 
Wilt  thou  thy  Courfe  moft  wifely  fteer. 
Thy  future  Harvdt  will  be  feen, 
Such  as  thy  Life  and  Seed  have  been. 

Z^  XXIV. 
eal  for  thy  God  prolongs  thy  Days. 
Be  circumfpecl  in  all  thy  Ways. 
Things  done  without  a  wife  Forecaft 
Have  ruiii'd  Multitudes  atlaft. 

Q.  Qf 
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Of  Spiritual  Combat. 

Ich  ruff  zu  dir  Herr  Jefu  Chrift. 


1   1 


T°o 

And  let  tc 


L 

Thee,  O  Lord,  I  fend  my  Cries: 
!  let  them  rife  to  Heaven. 
An3  let  to  all  my  Pray'rs  and  Sighs 

A  gracious  Ear  be  given. 
O !  make  thy  Word  my  firm  Support : 
And  grant  me  Faith  fo  faving. 

That  I,  having 
A  cleans'd  and  humble  Heart, 
May  all  thy  Statutes  live  in. 

II. 

And  Oh,  I  pray  Thee,  O  my  God, 

Oh  !  give  me  no  Denial, 
Deftroy  not  with  thy  wrathful  Rod 

Me  in  the  fiery  Tryal. 
Give  living  Hope  when  I  go  hence, 
And,  with  all  Refignation, 

Deteftation 
Of  all  Self-Confidence 
Concerning  my  Salvation. 

III.  Grant 
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in. 

Grant  me  a  good  forgiving  Mind 

To  All  that  Evil  bring  me : 
Caft  all  my  num'rOus  Sins  behind  * 

Renew  thy  Life  within  me. 
Thy  Word  be  my  continual  Food 
To  keep  my  Soul  from  ftarving, 

And  from  ftarting 
From  Thee  when  Satan's  Brood 
My  Ruin  is  concerting. 

IV. 

Let  neither  Luft  nor  Fear  prevail 

To  draw  me  from  my  Duty: 
By  aiding  Grace  I  lhall  not  fail 

To  walk  in  Faith  and  Beauty. 
For  who  has  ought  but  what  thou  givTt  ? 
Thy  Favour  none  can  merit  j 

But  thy  Spirit, 
By  whom  thou  all  reliev'ft, 
Can  gracioufly  confer  it. 

V. 

I  fight,  Lord  Jesus  !  and  withftand, 

But,  oh,  in  flipry  Places  5 
Support  me  with  thy  mighty  Hand, 

And  thine  abundant  Graces. 
When  Sin  and  Satan  jraife  their  Force3 
Let  me  not  be  affrighted, 

But  delighted 
To  run  my  Chriftian  Courfe, 
Till  I'm  with  Thee  united. 

Q^  In 
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In  dich  hab   ich  gchoffet  Herr. 


C^  Reat   God!  in  Thee  I  put  my  Truft, 
J£     Preferve  my  Soul  from  being  loft 
In  Shame  and  Defolation ; 
Thv  Grace,  O  Lord  I,  will  record 
To  ev'ry  Generation. 
II. 
Vouchfafe  to  lend  a  gracious  Ear, 
When  I  to  Thee  direft  my  Pray'r ; 

Relieve  thy  helplefs  Creature  ; 
From  outward  Woes  and  fecret  Foes 
Redeem  my  fallen  Nature. 
III. 
Thy  faving  Name  is  my  Defence  ; 
I  feek  and  draw  Salvation  thence  ; 

Thy  Grace  is  my  Pavillion  *, 
Thou  art  the  God,  whofe  very  Nod 
Can  crufh  an  hoftile  Million. 
IV. 
My  Rock,  my  Refuge,  and  my  Tow'r  ! 
I  reft  upon  thy  mighty  Pow'r, 

And  truft  thy  Revelation  : 
In  thy  Relief  I  drown  my  Grief 
'Gainft  Satan's  Machination. 
V. 
Whate'er  my  Fears  and  Foes  fuggeft. 
Thou  art  my  Hope,  my  Joy,  my  Re 

My  Boaft  and  fure  Prote6tion. 
Within  thy  Care  I  boldly  dare 
Th5  whole  World  and  Hells  Infection. 

VI.  Mv 
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VI. 

My  Spirit  I  commit  to  Thee. 

My  Saviour,  ne'er  depart  from  me, 

But  grant  me  thy  Salvation. 
In  th'  Hour  of  Death  retake  my  Breath 

Into  thy  Habitation. 

VII. 
All  Honour  Might  and  Majefty 
To  Father,  Son  and  Spirit  be, 

The  Three  for  ever  glorious  ; 
In  whofe  rich  Grace  we'll  run  our  Race, 

Till  we  come  off  victorious. 

Upon  Spiritual  Diftrefs. 

T^reuer  Gott  ich  mufs  dir  Klagen. 

PART    the  Firft. 

I. 

FAithful  Goi  !  I  lay  -before  Thee 
All  the  Anguifh  of  my  Heart : 
Tho'  thou  know' it  how  Grief  has  tore  me, 

Better  than  I  can  impart : 
Lord  !  my  Weaknefs  makes  me  cry, 
In  Temptation  when  I  vye 

With  the  Fiend,  that  wouid  bereave  me 
Of  the  Faith  defign'd  to  fave  me. 
II. 
Thou  !  from  whom  Nought  is  conceaeld, 
Rnow'ft  how  vain's  my  Care  and  Strife  ; 

'In 
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In  thy  Word  thou  haft  revealed, 

That  free  Grace  reftores  my  Life : 
All  the  Good  I  find  in  me, 
Doth  proceed  alone  from  Thee ; 

Thou  thy  faving  Health  beftoweft 

On  thofe  thou  in  Mercy  knoweft. 
III. 
Unto  thee,  my  God  !  I'm  crying, 

In  this  great  NecefTity  ; 
Hear  my  deep  and  frequent  Sighing, 

Caft  me  not  away  from  thee  ■> 
Satan's  Malice  overthrow, 
Strengthen  me  againft  the  Foe  ; 

Ever  keep  my  Faith  from  failing, 

Jesus  !  make  thy  Grace  prevailing. 
IV. 
Jesu  !  Source  of  our  Adoption, 

Thou,  who  never  didft  rejeft 
Thofe  that  mourn  their  fad  Corruption, 

But  doft  all  thy  Sons  direft  : 
Tho'  our  Faith  as  fmall,  through  Fear, 
As  a  Muftard  Seed  appear, 

Thou  canft  make  it,  O  Faith's  Fountain, 

Mighty  to  remove  a  Mountain. 
V. 
Let  me  find,  O  my  Redeemer ! 

Mercy  in  mine  Agony ; 
Make  me  conquer  the  Blafphemer , 

And  break  from  his  Slavery  : 
Strength  of  Faith  add  by  thy  Word  ; 
Grant  to  me  thy  Spirit's  Sword  ; 

Thus  fhall  Satan  be  deceived, 

And  his  Darts  of  Points  bereaved.        Ho- 
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VI. 

Holy  Ghoft,  of  equal  Honour, 

With  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Of  all  Gifts  the  only  Donor, 

Hear  me  from  thy  Holy  Throne  ; 
Through  thy  Mercy  I  believe  j 
Let  me  not  my  felf  deceive, 

But  depend  in  my   Unfitnefs 

On  thy  ail-fufficicnt  Greatnefs. 
VII. 
Rouze  me  up  from  prefent  Dullnefe; 

Thy  good  Work  in  me  advance ; 
And  relieve  me,  from  the  Fullnefs 

Of  thy  gracious  Countenance: 
In  me  keep  the  Spark  of  Grace, 
That  with  Joy  I  run  the  Race, 

And  obtain  the  Prize  ofSioN, 

Which  I  ever  keep  my  Eye  on. 

PART   the  Second 

VIII. 

Greateft  God  !   beyond  Relation, 

Ever  bleffed  One  in  Three  ! 
Thou  alone  art  my  Salvation, 

Strengthen  mine  Infirmity : 
;Quench  thou  Satan's  fiery  Dart, 
E'er  it  reach  my  trembling  Heart, 

Left  the  Want  of  Confolation 

Drive  me  into  Defperation. 
IX. 
Guard  me  from  his  vile  Devices, 

Which  thou  know'ft  are  nunaberlefs ; 

Keep 
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Keep  me  free,  when  he  intices, 

From  a  fatal  Carelefnefs  : 
Grant  me  fuch  a  Strength  that  I 
May  withftand  him  valiantly, 

And  avoid  his  fecret  Paces, 

Thro7  thine  all-fufficient  Graces. 
X. 
Reach  thy  Hand  to  thy  frail  Creature, 

That  is  now  in  Terror  faft, 
Shrinking  under  feeble  Nature, 

Till  the  mighty  Storm  is  paft. 
Lead  me  by  the  Holy  Ghoft, 
So  that  Satan  may  not  boaft 

Of  his  having  difappointed 
Me,  thy  Child,  thou  haft  anointed. 

XL 
Come,  O  Mighty,  whom  I  wait  on  ; 

Be  my  Rock  and  Confidence  ; 
I've  not  Strength  to  combat  Satan. 

Raife  me  to  fome  Eminence  ; 
And  relieve  me  with  thy.  Shield, 
That  I  may  obtain  the  Field, 

Overcome  that  grand  Deftroyer, 

That  has  ever  been  a  Lyar. 
XII. 
All  my  Life  fhall  be  employed 

In  thy  Praife,  with  all  my  Might, 
That  the  Fiend  has  been  defti  oyed, 

And  with  Shame  has  loft  the  Fight : 
Glorious  fhall  thy  Mercy  be, 
Here,  and  in  Eternity  ; 

Hcav'n  and  Earth,  O  great  Jebovab ! 

Shall  refound  With  Hallelujah. 
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Of  the  Myftery  of  the 
Crofs. 


Kommi  her  zu  mir,  fpricht  Gottes  Soh?t, 

I. 
/^Ome  hither !  faith  our  bleffed  Lord  : 
\j     Come  all  to  me  with  one  Accord, 

Ye  heavy  laden  Creatures 
Come  hither,  all  ye  weary  Souls  ; 
Til  give  you  Reft  from  all  your  Toilsi 

And  mould  anew  your  Natures. 
IL 
My  Yoke  is  fweet,  my  Burthen  light  ; 
"Who'll  take  it  up  fhall  'fcape  the  Weight 

Of  lafting  Condemnation  ; 
I  will  aflift  him  with  my  Strength, 
To  conquer  Sin,  and  gain  at  Length 

The  Prize  ot  his  Salvation. 

III. 

My  ailive  and  my  paffive  Zeal 
Was  to  perform  my  Father's  Will, 

And  fet  a  bright  Example, 
To  guide  your  Thoughts  and  Adlions  by  ; 
If  this  is  fix'd  before  your  Eye, 

Your  Heart  fhall  be  my  Temple. 

R  IV.  The 
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IV. 

The  World  would  chufe  the  Blifs  I  (hew, 
Was  it  not  ch&rg'd  to  bid  Adieu 

To  its  own  Will  and  Plcafure  : 
Alas  !  there  is  no  other  Path 
But  a  true  meek  and  humble  Faith 

That  leads  to  endlefs  Treafure  : 
V. 
What  Creature  on  this  Earthly  Ball 
Was  ever  found,  finee  Adam's  Fall, 

Without  its  rueful  Story. 
Who'll  here  not  bear  for  Jesus'  Sake, 
Hereafter  endlefs  Shame  fhall  take, 

And  ftrip  of  all  his  Glory. 

VI. 

To  Day  the  Man  looks  bright  and  gay  ; 
Anon  falls  fick  and  faints  away  \ 

Or  Death  cuts  fhort  his  Flower. 
Juft  as  a  Lilly  blooms  and  dies, 
So  quick  away  the  World  ftill  flies 

With  all  its  Fame  and  Power. 
VII. 
The  Worldling  dreads  the  Name  of  Death  \ 
And  ftartled  by  a  dying  Breath 

He  makes  a  quick  Submiflion. 
He  tires  himfelfwith  Trifles  here, 
Th'immortal  Soul's  his  meanelt  Care, 

Whilft  in  a  hail  Condition. 

VIII. 

But  when  he  feels,  he  cannot  live, 
He  fancies,  that  a  Lord  forgive 
Will  purchafe  his  Salvation  : 

But, 
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But,  ah  I  the  long  reje&ed  Grace 
May  no  more  fhine  upon  his  Face, 

May  no  more  have  Companion. 
IX. 
"What  doth  the  Mifer's  Store  avail  ? 
Or  what  the  YoungMan's  Strength?  Both  fail, 

When  Death's  to  give  the  Trial : 
Haft  thou  at  Hand  the  richeft  Store, 
AH  Earthly  Wit,  all  earthly  Pow'r, 

Death  would  take  no  Denial. 
X. 
No  Refpite  Learning  can  obtain  -y 
MX  worldly  Grandeur  is  in  vain, 

To  thwart  the  fatal  Sentence  : 
Who  wiH  not  feek  his  Saviour's  Face 
In  the  bright  Days  of  offered  Grace, 

Muft  die  without  Repentance. 
XL 

But  ye,  dear  FolPwers  of  the  Lamb, 
That  fuffer  here  in  Jesus  Name, 

Your  Crols  ftiall  end  in  Glory  : 
Keep  clofe  to  God's  revealed  Will, 
And  ftill  keep  up  a  Chriftian  Zeal, 

To  flight  what's  tranfitory. 

XII. 

Return  ye  Good  for  evil  Deeds  \ 
Your  Innocence  at  laft  fucceeds, 

In  Spite  of  Worldly  Croifes  : 
Give  God  the  Vengeance  of  your  Caufe ; 
Obferve  your  Saviour's  Gofpel-Laws, 

He  will  retrieve  your  Loffes. 

R  2  XIII.  Were 
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XIIL 

Were  you  to  live  in  conftant  Eafe, 
And  live  as  long  as  you  fhould  pleafe, 

Your  Faith  wou'd  foon  be  wafting  j 
But  Croffes'keep,  like  wholefome  Salt, 
The  Flefh  from  Falling  and  Revolt, 

And  Kuin  everlafting. 

XIV. 

Think  not,  the  Crofs  a  bitter  Pill  ; 
Refleft  what  Reprobates  muft  feel 

In  their  defpairing  Station, 
"Where  Soul  and  Body  muft  endure 
Pains  paft  Expreffion  and  paft  Cure, 

Without  the  leaft  Ceffation. 

XV. 

But  you,  that  make  a  better  Choice, 
Shall  fhare  your  great  Redeemer's  Joys 

When  this  your  Warfare's  over*; 
No  Mortal  Tongue  can  e'er  exprefs," 
With  what  Rewards  the  God  of  Grace 

Will  crown  his  faithful  Lover, 

XVI. 
And  what  our  great  and  gracious  Lore} 
Has  promis'd  in  his  holy  Word, 

And  feal'd  with  his  own  Spirit, 
He  will  perform  and  fafely  bring 
Our  Souls  where  Saints  and  Angels  iing 

Of  his  eternal  Merit. 
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I 
Ach  Gott  ivie  manches  Hertzeleyd. 

I. 

OLord,    how  many  Miferies 
Aflfault  and  difcompofe  my  Peace  ; 
The  Path  that  leads  to  Sion's  Gate 
Is  full  of  Thorns,  and  very  ftreight. 
II. 
How  hard  it  is  for  Fleih  and  Blood 
To  feek  the  everlafting  Good  ; 
I  know  not  where  to  turn  my  Face, 
But,  Chrift  !  to  thy  redeeming  Grace, 
III. 
My  Heart  has  never  been  difmay'd, 
Whene'er  to  thee  it  look'd  for  Aid  ; 
No  Mortal  yet  was  ever  loft, 
"Who  put  in  Christ  alone  his  Truft. 
IV. 
That  thou  art  God,  as  well  as  Man, 
Lord,  thy  redeeming  Pow'r  makes  plain ; 
No  greater  Wonder  has  been  heard, 
Than  this,  that  God  in  Flefti  appeared 

He  fav'd  us  by  his  Death  and  Tomb, 
From  Sin,  and  from  the  Wrath  to  come  : 

My  Jesu,  Lord  and  God  alone  ! 

What  Name  is  fweeter  than  thy  own  ? 
VI. 
No  Grief  can  ever  be  fo  fore, 
But  thy  Salvation  cheers  us  more; 

No  Pain  fo  raging  but  thy  Name 

Can  ftill  afiwage  and  heal  the  fame. 

VII.  Nay, 
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«     VII. 
Nay,  though  my  Flefti  and  Heart  fhou'd  fail, 
Thy  Prefence,  Lord  !  will  yet  prevail ; 
Enjoying  thee,  and  thy  free  Lore, 
I  fhare  the  Blifs  of  Saints  Above. 
VIII. 
Thine  would  I  be  in  Soul  and  Mind, 
And  leave  Sin,  Death,  and  Hell  behind  ; 
Nor  can  I  better  fix  my  Truft, 
Than  in  the  God  of  whom  I  boaft. 
IX. 
Thou  never  canft  forfake  thy  Child, 
That  by  thy  Grace  is  reconcil'd  ; 
Thou  art  the  Shepherd  of  my  Soul, 
That  ever  keeps  me  found  and  whole. 

PART   the  Second. 
X. 

Thou  art  my  Comfort  and  Renown, 

My  Treafure  and  eternal  Crown  ; 
No  Tongue  can  tell,  no  Voice  can  fing 
What  Joy  the  Name  of  Cbriji  doth  bring, 
XL 

He  that  has  Faith  and  Charity, 

Can  by  Experience  join  with  me  ; 
I'd  make  this  bold  Affertion  good, 
And  dare  to  feal  it  with  my  Blood  : 
XIL 

Were  there  no  Joy  in  God  for  me, 

'Twere  better  I  fhould  never  be  ; 
For  he  that  has  not  Christ  within, 
Is  dead  in  Trefpaffes  and  Sin. 

XIII.  My 
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XIII. 

My  Soul's  fond  Bridegroom  and  Delight  ; 
Thou  Pearl,  above  all  others  bright, 

In  thee  I  juftly  more  rejoice, 

Than  in  the  World's  moft  glitt'ringTovs. 
XIV. 
As  often  as  I  think  on  thee, 
My  Heart  for  Joy  doth  leap  in  me ; 

When  e'er  I  fix  in  thee  my  Hope, 

I  find  a  Comfort  bears  me  up. 
XV. 
When  in  my  Pain  I  pray  and  fing, 
Mv  Heart  is  quite  another  Thing  ; 

Thy  Spirit  witneffes,  that  this 

Is  but  the  Fore-tafte  of  thy  Blift, 
XVI. 

Therefore  while  Life  remains  with  me, 
I'll  bear  the  Crofs,  and  follow  thee  : 

To  Thee  direft  this  Heart  of  mine ; 

Let  it  to  Nothing  clfe  incline, 
XVII. 
And  aid  me  by  thy  mighty  Grace, 
With  Joy  to  run  my  Chriftian  Race  ; 

Help  me  to  conquer  Flefh  and  Blood, 

And  make  my  Chriftian  Warfare  good. 
XVIII. 
Preferve  my  Faith  from  Error  free, 
That  I  may  live  and  die  in  Thee  ; 

My  Saviour,  grant  me  my  Defire, 

Let  me  be  Thine  when  I  expire. 

Of 
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Of  Self -Denial. 

Jefu  meine  Freude. 

I. 

JE  S  U  !  Source  of  Gladnefs, 
Comfort  in  my  Sadnefs, 
Thou  canft  end  my  Grief ; 
Lord,  thy  Sight  I'm  wanting, 
While  my  Heart  is  panting, 

After  thy  Relief. 
Saviour  Chrift!  my  Lamb  and  Prieft  ! 

Heav'n  and  Earth,  without  thy  Treafure* 
Can  afford  no  Pleafure. 
II. 
Under  thy  Protection, 
Hell  and  Sin's  Infe&ion 

Cannot  hurt  my  Heart. 
Winds  may  roar  and  thunder 
Satan  feek  to  plunder  ; 
Vain  is  all  his  Art. 
Lightnings  Glare  may  fadly  fcare, 
And  difturb  the  whole  Creation, 
Christ  is  my  Salvation. 
III. 
I  defy  all  Evil, 
Sword,  Death,  Hell,  and  Devil, 

With  their  Slavilh  Fear. 
Tho'  the  World" s  me  flinging* 
Yet  I  will  be  fmging, 

For  my  God  is  near.  Satan's 
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Satan's  Clan  may  curfe  and  ban  *, 

Earth  and  Heil  muft  f'oon  be  quiet, 
Tho'  th:y  itorm  and  riot, 
IV. 
All  ye  worldly  Treafures  ! 
With  your  Sinful  Pleafures, 

To  your  Slaves  remove  ! 
Honour  and  Ambition, 
Ceafe  your  Opposition 

To  my  facred  Love  ; 
Death  and  Pain,  with  all  their  Train, 
Shall  do  Nothing  but  difcover 
How  I  love  my  Lover.4 
V. 
I  would  leave  for  Jesus 
All  the  Gold  of  Cross  us, 

And  its  dazzling  Show, 
Sifters  of  Ambition  ! 
Your  admir'd  Condition 
Muft  expire  in  Woe. 
Get  ye,  hence,  ye  Joys  of  Senfe, 

To  the  Men  of  Wit  and  Pleafura ; 
Jesus  is  my  Treafure. 
VI. 
Fly,  ye  gloomy  Spirits ; 
Jesus  with  his  Merits 

Is  my  Guard  and  Prop. 
Thofe  that  love  th?  Anointed,  . 
Shan't  be  difappointed 

Of  their  living  Hope. 
While   I  here  wifli  Patience  bear, 
Christ  is  turning  all  my  Sadnefs 
Into  Toy  and  Giadnefs, 

S  Of 
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Of  giving  up  the  Heart  to 
GOD. 

Hochjler  Priejiery  der  du  dicb. 
I. 

C^  Reateft  High-Prieft,  Saviour  Christ, 
y.     Who  for  me  waft  facrific'd, 
Make  my  Heart,  thro'  thy  bleft  PafTion, 
To  thy  felf  a  pare  Oblation. 
II. 
Thy  pure  Love  accepts  of  nought 
But  what  by  thy  Love  is  wrought. 
What's  not  of  thy  own  Formation 
Ne'er  attaineth  to  Salvation. 
III. 
Kill  in  me  what  is  unclean  ; 
Rill  in  me  the  Root  of  Sin  ;    ' 
Snatch  my  Heart  from  its  Pollution, 
To  th'  old  Man's  entire  Confufion. 
IV. 
To  the  Altar  lay  the  Wood, 
And  confume  old  Adam's  Brood. 
Source  of  all  celeftial  Graces, 
Let  me  die  in  thine  Embraces. 
V. 
Lo,   at  Length  it  fhall  appear, 
That  the  Lord  has  heard  my  PrayY, 
Lo,   e'en  in  my  prefent  Station 
He'll  be  pleas'd  with  my  Oblation. 
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Was  gibfi  du  denn^  O  meine  Seek. 

To  the  Tune  :  He  that  confides  in  his  Creator, 

I. 

SOUL,  what  Return  has  thy  Creator 
For  all  he  gives,  and  all  thou  haft  ? 
"What  is  in  all  thy  needy  Nature, 

Thar  can  delight  his  holy  Breaft  ? 
The  beft  of  Offerings  he  requires, 
Is  thy  whole  Heart  with  its  Defircs. 

II. 
Give  God  his  own,  if  thou'lt  be  giving: 

Say,    Lord,  who  beft  deferves  my  Heart  ? 
Can  Belfebub,  who  hates  the  living, 

Or  any  Creature  claim  a  Part  ? 
No,  God,    to  Thee  I  all  affign, 
My  Body,  Soul,  and  all  that's  mine. 

III. 
Accept,  O  Lord,    what  thou  requireft, 

The  firft  Fruits  of  my  Heart  ;  that  Store 
"That  Off'ring  thou  fo  much  admireft, 

And  paidft,  oh  !  paidft  [0  dearly  for. 
To  Thee,  my  God,   I  now  refign 
My  Heart,  to  be  for  ever  thine. 

IV. 
Where  can  my  Heart  be  beft  improved, 

But  with  Thee,Lord,  who  gav'ft  me  Breath  ? 
Thee  can  I  call  my  beft  Beloved, 

For  Thou  haft  lov'd  me  unto  Death  ; 
My  Heart  with  Thine  from  hence  (hall  be 
One  Heart  to  all  Eternitv, 

Of 
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Of  Patience  and  Confiancy. 

Meineu  Jcfum  las  ich  ?iicht. 

i 

NEver  will  I  part  with  Christ, 
Since  he  dy'd  for  my  Salvation  ; 
Nav,  I  would  be  facrificfd 

To  obtain  this  Confolation, 
That  I  might  enjoy  the  Sight 
Of  his  good  and  gracious  Light. 

II. 

Jesus  will  I  never  leave, 

Vv  hilft  I  breath  and  have  my  Senfes ; 
From  his  Merits  I  receive 

Pardon  for  my  paft  Offences  \ 
All  the  Powers  of  my  Mind 
To  my  Saviour  are  refign'd. 

III. 

Shou'd  I  lofe  my  very  Sight 

Touch  and  Hearing,  Smell  and  Tailing, 
Lord,  thy  Love  fhallgivs  me  Light 

When  my  nat'ral  Oil  is  wafting  ; 
When  from  Earth  my  Life  is  rent, 
Christ  fhall  be  my  Element. 

IV.  Left 
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IV. 
Lefs,  far  lefs,  I  then  ftiall  part 

t  ^^my  Lord'  when  in  Jlis  Glory 
-    1  lnall  lee  my  loving  Heart 

Rais'd  above  what's  tranfitorv  ■ 
Then  with  all  his  faithful  Race  ' 
I'll  rejoice  before  his  Face. 

V. 

Earth  nor  Heav'n  can  fatisfy 

One  Defire  of  God's  infpirin^  ; 
Only  JEsus  can  fupply 

All  I'm  pioufly  defiring. 
He's  the  Object  of  my  Love 
Here,  and  when  from  hence  I  move. 

VI. 

"With  my  Jesus  I  will  ftay, 

For  he  is  my  new  Creator 
And  my  Life,  my  Truth,  my  Wav 

Leading  me  to  living  Water.     '  * 
felled,  who  can  fay  with  me 
Christ!  I'll  never  part  with  Thee 


Of 
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Of  Chearfulnefs  of  Faith. 

Von  Gctt  will  ich  ?iicht  lajfen. 

To  the  Tune  :  Te  Cbrijlians  in  this  Nation, 

I. 

FRom  God,  the  Lord  my  Saviour, 
I'll  never  nverve  nor  ftray ; 
Whofe  Love,  and  kind  Behaviour, 

Doth  never  die  away. 
He  always  is  the  fame  : 
He  fhortens  all  my  Sorrow, 
And  will  relieve  to  Morrow, 
Bleft  be  his  holy  Name. 

II. 

When  I  am  difappointed 

Of  all  Mankind's  Relief, 
I  fly  to  the  Anointed 

Who  foftens  all  my  Grief;. 
He  ne'er  denies  his  Love 

To  his  diftreffed  Creature, 

ThO5  my  depraved  Nature 
He  fharply  doth  reprove. 


III.  On 


Of  Chearfulncfs  of  Faith 

III. 

On  him  I  am  relying 

E'en  in  the  greateft  Strefs  ; 

He's  daily  verifying 
The  many  Promifes 

He  in  his  Word  has  made: 

My  Life,  my  Breath  and  Motion 
Shall  be  at  his  Devotion, 

Whofe  Love  can  never  fade. 

IV. 

His  gracious  Inclination 
Tends  to  my  greateft  Good, 

Seeks  all  Mankind's  Salvation 
By  his  own  precious  Blood, 

In  whom  we  are  reftor'd, 
To  his  Paternal  Kindnefs, 
And  fav'd  from  finful  Blindnefs. 

His  Name  be  e*er  ador'd. 
V. 

Praife  him  with  Hearts  and  Voices  ; 
Which  to  that  End  were  giv^n  y 

For  Christ  himfelf  rejoices 

To  find  our  Thoughts  in  Heav'n: 

AU  other  Time  is  loft, 
We  fpend  in  trifling  Pleafures 
Regardlefs  of  thofe  Treafures, 

Bought  at  our  Saviour's  Coir. 

VI. 

And  when  the  prefect  Fafhion 

s  deceitful  World, 
With  all  its  Orientation, 
Down  to  its  Doom  js  hurl'd  ; 
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Then  thofe  redeemed  by  Christ 
Shall  from  the  Grave's  Corruption 
Ee  rais'd  to  fine  th'  Adoption : 
uina  in  the  High'ft ! 
VII. 

Thus,  whilft  I  bear  with  Patience 
The  prefent  Mifery, 

Due  to  my  Difobedience  ; 
Yet  bleu  Eternity 

I  have  within  my  View  ; 
Where  my  Redeemer's  Glory 
Will  change  my  mournful  Story, 

And  form  me  quite  anew. 
VIIL 

This  is  the  Father's  Pleafure, 
Who  rais'd  us  from  the  Duft  ; 

His  Son  has  endlefs  Treafure 
Laid  up  for  all  the  Juft  i 

And  God  the  Holy  Ghoft 
Will  fliew  the  new  Creation, 
And  bring  us  to  that  Station, 

Where  we  ihall  love  him  moft, 


Anf  meinen  lie  ben   Gott. 

I. 

IN  God,  the  Lord  moft  juft, 
I  place  my  only  Truft, 
For  he  is  my  Redeemer 
From  Sin  and  the  Blafphemer, 
He  can  and  will  relieve  me 
From  what  may  hurt  and  grieve  me. 
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II. 

Tho'  Sin  doth  rage  and  tear> 
Yet  I  will  notdefpair, 

For  Christ  is  my  Salvation, 

In  Spite  of  all  Damnation  : 
On  him  I.  am  reiving 
While  living  or  when  dying. 

III. 

Shou'd  my  laft  Minute  cotne  ; 

That  will  convey  me  home, 
Where  I  (hall  fee  th'  Intention 
Of  Christ  and  his  Redemption, 

I  die  now  or  to  Morrow 

Then  ceafe  all  Sin  and  Sorrow. 

IV. 

O  Lord  God,  Jesus  Christ, 
Our  Saviour  and  High  Prieft, 

Thy  bloody  Wounds  anctFaflioii 

Surpafs  our  Declaration. 
No  Praife  of  Men  or  Spirits 
Can  rife  up  to  thy  Merits. 

V, 
Amert%  with  one  Accord 
Let  us  intreat  the  Lord 

To  guide  us  with  his  Spirit 

Till  we  at  laft  inherit 
Our  great  Redeemer's  Glory. 
Farewell  what's  Tranfitoty. 
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£itf£  y^/?^  Burg  iji  unjer  Gott. 
I. 

CN  OD  is  our  Refuge  in  Diftrefs, 
J     Our  ftrong  Defence  and  Armour, 
He's  prefent,  when  we're  comfortlefs, 

In  Storms  he  is  our  Harbour  ; 
Th'  infernal  Enemy 
Look  !  how  enrag'd  is  he ! 

He  now  exerts  his  Force 

To  ftop  the  Gofpel-Courfe ; 
"Who  can  withftand  this  Tyrant  ? 

II 
All  human  Power  is  but  Duft ; 

Our  Strength  an  idle  Story  : 
The  Valiant  Man,  in  whom  we  truft, 

Is  Christ,  the  Son  of  Glory. 
He  is  the  Conquerour, 
Vefted  with  fov'reign  Pow'r. 

The  Lord  both  Great  and  Good, 

The  only  living  God, 
Gains  us  the  Field  of  Battle. 

IIL 
If  all  the  Devi's  ihou'd  wage  the  War, 

In  Order  to  deftroy  us, 
They  ihould  not  once  put  us  in  Fear ; 

The  Vi&'ry  wou'd  be  joyous. 
We  dare  the  Prince  of  Hell ; 
With  Fury  let  him  fwell ; 

He  cannot  hurt  one  Hair; 

We  fhall  eicape  his  Snare  ; 
Christ's  fingle  Word  can  rout  him.        His 
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IV. 

His  Word  puts  all  our  Foes  to  Flight  j 
^  With  Shame  they  are  confounded  ; 
For  Christ  inftrudisour  Hands  to  fight; 

His  Spirit  is  unbounded  : 
Tho'  we  fhou'd  lofe  our  Lives, 
Fame,  Children,  Goods  and  Wives, 

Deftroy  Hell  what  it  can, 

'Twill  find  but  little  Gain, 
God's  Kingdom  is  our  Portion. 

*s^>v»  *t\^/*  r«>^v'»  •*^-'*»  •v^«^y»  *p**x*  *y^^*  cvN-^*  p/N^y*  ^/^  **^**»  »v^-^-» 

V«v  Y*V  Y«Y  Y*Y  y«y  SSly  Y*Y  Y»Y  V* V  Y»V  V<Y  ^<v 

•\A/»  *W*  iw  j  *aAA#  vv**A#  iVvj  c  V>/*  *AAa»  iAAaj  wXAa*  cV>/*  «aAX* 

To  the  Tune  :  Commit  thy  Wa\s  and  G$ings 


IS  God  for  me  ?  what  is  it 
That  Men  can  do  to  me  ? 
As  oft  my  God  I  vifit, 

All  Woes  give  Way  and  flee : 
If  God,  my  Head  and  Matter, 

Defend  me  from  above, 
What  Pain  or  what  Difalter 
Can  drive  me  from  his  Love. 
II. 
Of  this  I  am  perfuaded, 

And  boaft  now  openly, 
That  he,  whofe  Love  ne'er  faded, 
Is  wholly  turn'd  to  me  -, 

T  2  And 
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And  that  in  Change  and  Chances 
He  ftands  at  my  right  Hand, 

And,  when  the  Storm  advances, 
'Tis  calm  at  his  Command. 

in. 

The  Ground  of  my  Profeffion 

Is  J^susand  his  Blood, 
\Vhich  gives  me  the  Pofleffion 

Of  th'  everlafting  Good : 
What  is  my  Breath,  while  living, 

But  Smoak  and  Vanity  ? 
Does  not  then  what  Christ's  giving^ 

Deferve  all  Love  from  me  ? 

IV. 

My  Jesus  and  his  Merit 

Is  all  I  ieek  and  care  •> 
Were  he  not  with  my  Spirit, 

Ah  !  I  fhou'd  ibon  defpair. 
God's  juft  and  holy  Nature 

Cou'd  never  bear  in  Sight  * 
So  foul  and  vile  a  Creature 

As  I  am  in  his  Light. 
V. 
'Tis  Christ,  who  has  aboliih'd 

The  Claim  of  Hell  and  Sin  ; 
His  Grace  has  cleans'd  and  polifli'd 

My  humbled  Soul  within  : 
In  him  I  raife  with  Gladnefs 

My  Voice  and  Courage  up, 
And  dare  indulge  no  Sadnefs, 

As  one  that  has  no  Hope. 


VI,  I 
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VI. 

I  know  no  Condemnation, 

No  Law,  that  fpeaks  Defpair  ; 
And  Satan's  Imprecation, 

I  treat  with  fcornful  Air : 
No  Judgment  nor  fad  Tiding 

Creates  Uneafinefs  ; 
*Tis  Jesus  I  confide  in, 

Who  flcrecns  me  with  his  Grace, 

VII. 

His  Spirit  is  the  Sov'reign 

Pofleffor  of  my  Heart, 
No  Grief  there  dares  to  govern  > 

He  checks  the  deepeft  Smart. 
He  gives  his  Benediction ; 

And,  as  he  dwells  in  mc, 
Cries  Abba  in  Affli&ion 

With  holy  Fervency. 

VIII. 

When  feiz'd  with  Fear  and  Anguifh 

I  feel  my  Wretchednefs, 
He  fighs  and  fpeaks  a  Language, 

My  Tongue  ne'er  can  exprefs  ; 
But  God,  who  knows  the  Motion, 

His  Spirit  works  in  me, 
Is  pleas'd  with  the  Devotion 

Kais'd  from  Humility. 
IX. 
His  Spirit  chears  my  Spirit 

With  many  a  fav'ry  Word, 
That  thofe  may  Grace  inherit, 

Whofc  Reft  is  in  the  Lord ; 

\Vho 
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Who  know  he  doth  a  Building 

In  Heav'n  anew  contrive  ; 
Both  Heart  and  Senfes  yielding 

To  All  that  they  believe. 

X. 

There  is  my  fure  Adoption 

Secur'd  and  feal'd  withal : 
My  Flefh  may  fee  Corruption, 

But  Heav'n  can  never  fall. 
And  though  with  Tears  I'm  fowing 

This  Vale  of  Mifery, 
The  Light  of  Christ's  beftowing 

Chears  all  Adverfity. 

XI. 

Who  enters  his  Alliance, 

'Gainft  Satan,  World  and  Sin, 
Will  find  their  fierce  Annoyance 

Without,  and  from  within ; 
Reproach,  Shame,  Contradidtion, 

Will  fall  upon  his  Head  -, 
All  Manner  of  Affii&ion 

Will  be  his  daily  Bread. 

XIL 

This  all  I  have  digefted, 

Yet  keep  my  Chearfulnefs. 
On  God  my  Care  is  refted  •, 

In  him  I  acquiefce  : 
To  him  I  give  my  Trcafure, 

And  all  I  am  and  have  ; 
His  Love  tranfcends  all  Pleafure 

Here  and  beyond  the  Grave. 

XIII.  Shou'd 
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XIII. 

Shou'd  Earth  lofe  its  Foundation, 

Thou  ftand'ft  my  lafting  Rock  •> 
No  temporal  Defolation 

Shall  give  my  Love  a  Shock  : 
No  Sword  nor  Perfecution, 

No  Want  nor  Nakednefs, 
Shall  caufe  a  Diminution 

Of  Love  I  now  profefs. 
XlV. 

No  Angel,  Pow'r,  nor  Gladnefs, 

No  fhining  Diadem, 
No  Paflion,  Love,   norSadnefs, 

No  Cruelty,  nor  Flame, 
Of  what  Denomination, 

Be't  ftrong,  weak,  great  or  fmall, 
Can  breed  a  Separation 

'Twixt  me  and  God  my  All. 
XV. 

My  Heart  overflows  with  Pleafure, 

And  knows  not  how  to  grieve  ; 
My  Song  befpeaks  the  Treafure 

Of  Joy,  I  now  conceive : 
The  Sun^  whofe  bright  Enjoyment 

I  feel,  is  Christ,  my  Love, 
Who  gives  me  fweet  Employment, 

And  lives  and  reigns  above. 
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Praife  of  GOD. 

Nun  daticket  alle  Gott. 

1 

"IkTOW  let  us  praife  the  Lord  with  Bodyj 
Jl^  Soul  and  Spirit ; 

Who  doth  fuch   wondrous  Things  beyond 
our  Senfe  and  Merit, 
Who  from  our  Mother's  Womb  and 

tender  Infancy 
Preferves  our  tender  Lives  in  Health 
and  Liberty. 
II. 
O  gracious  God,  beftow  on  us,  whilft  Life's 

remaining  , 
An  ever  chearful  Mind,  and  Peace  that's  ever 
reigning. 
Keep  us  in  Innocence  and  Chriftian 

Conftancy  : 
Thy   Grace  convey  lis  Home  to  bleft 
Eternity. 

III. 
All  Praife  and  Glory  be  to  God  our  Heav'nly 

Father, 
And  to  his  only  Son,  who  all  his  Saints  does 
gather, 
And  to  the  Holy  Ghoft,    O   bleffcd 

Three  in  one  ! 
Thy  Might   and    Majefty  to  all  the 
World  be  known.  Nun 
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Ntm  lob  merit  Seel  den  Her  r  en. 

L 

Y  Soul  !  exalt  the  Lord  thy  God, 
And  all  that's  in  me  ILfs  his  Name, 
Make  known  his  wondrous  Works  abroad, 

And  oh,  my  Heart,  retain  the  1  me; 
He  pardons  ail  thy  TiefpalTes  •, 

Thy  Frailties  he  repairs  ; 
Preferves  thy  Life  from  great  Diftrefs, 

With  Mercy  crowns  thy  Years  ; 
Hefatisfies  thy  Mouth  with  Good  5 

Renews  thine  Age  with  Strength  ; 
The  Lord  hath  Judgments  for  the  Proud, 

And  faves  th'  Opprefs  d  at  Length. 

He  has  reve?Fd  his  wondrous  Ways ; 

By  Moses  was  his  Juftice  known ; 
He  fent  the  World  his  Truth  and  Grace, 

By  th'  Incarnation  of  his  Son, 
His  Anger  doth  abate  betimes  *, 

And  when  his  Rod  is  felt, 
His  Strokes  are  fewer  than  our  Crimes, 

And  lighter  than  our  Guilt ; 
His  Grace  ihall  be  for  ever  bleft 

With  thofe  that  love  his  Name  ; 
Far  as  the  Eaft  is  from  the  Welt, 

He  caits  our  Sin  and  Shame. 
III. 
As  Fathers,  mov'd  with  Tendernefs, 

Correct  their  growing  Children's  Faults  > 
So  chaftens  God,  yet  loves  no  lefe 

Thofe  who  revere  him  in  their  Thoughts  ; 
U  He 
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He  knows  our  fhort  and  feeble  Breath ; 

He  knows  we  are  but  Duit  ; 
His  rifing  Wrath  is  big  with  Death; 

He  fummons,  die  we  muft  : 
Our  tranfient  Days  pats  quick  away  ; 

They're  like  the  tender  Flower, 
One  blafting  Gale,  one  fcorchingRay 
Deitroys  it  in  an  Hour. 
IV. 
But  thy  Compaflions,  Lord,  endure, 

Now  and  to  all  Eternity  ; 
And  All  (hall  find  thy  Promife  fure, 
That  keep  thy  Statutes  faithfully. 
The  Lord,  our  great  and  glorious  King, 

Has  fixd  his  Throne  on  high  ; 
Ye  Angels,  to  his  Glory  fing, 
And  Men  beneath  the  Sky. 
Join  Hearts,  and  Lips  with  one  Accord, 

And  praife  his  holy  Name, 
My  Soul,  according  to  his  Word, 
Do  thou  repeat  the  fame. 
V. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft 
Be  Glory,  Might  and  MajeSy; 
He  is  the  God,  of  whom  we  boaft  \ 
On  whofe  kind  Promife  we  rely ; 
Let  cur  united  Zeal  be  (hewn 
His  glorious  Fame  to  raife ; 
For  he's  the  God,  whofe  Name  alone 

Deferves  our  endlefs  Praife. 
Thus  we  with  humble  Confidence 

Sum  up  our  beft  Defire, 
And  faying  Amen,  in  this  Senfe, 
Our  Faith  fhall  ne'er  exoire. 
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Was  kan  ich  doch  fur  Danck. 

To  the   Tuns  :  iVtatf   /rf  gj    trays  the    Lord. 
I. 
r  H  AT  Thanks  can  I  repay  to  Thee, 
my  God,  my  Saviour, 
For  thy  long-fuff'rinj>  Grace,  and  Father-like 
Behaviour  : 
When   I   was   but  a   Lump  of  Sin   and 

TrefpafTes, 
Did  Nothing    but    provoke    thy    Wrath, 
O  God  of  Grace. 
II. 
Great  Love   haft  thou  beftow'd  on  me,  thy 

wretched  Creature ; 
Malice  I   multiplied,    but   thou  thy   loving 
Nature  ; 
I  contradi&ed  Thee  ;  R  epentance  I  defer:  "cl ; 
Bui    Thou   delay  dft    the    Pain  I  had   {o 
tor    deferv'd. 
III. 
That  now  Fmturn'dto  Thee,  is  wholly  thy 

Produflion  ; 
Thou  haft    fubduM   in   me    the  Tyrant   of 
Corruption. 
Lord,  'tis  thy  fc^'reign  Love    that's  ev'ry 

>rn  renew  d, 
Has  broke   my  flinty  Heart,  and  with  thy 
G\^cc  enduM 
U  2  IV.  What 
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IV. 

What  cou'd  I  of  my  fclf  but  grieve  thy  holy 

Spirit, 
Finding  thy  Grace  was  paft  my  own  Defire 
and  Merit. 
I'd  Pow'r  enough  to  fall  from  Thee,  the 

God  of  Grace, 
But  cou'd  not  raife  my  felf,  to  feek  thy 
Righleoufnefs. 
V. 
Tis  Thou  halt  lift  me  up,  and  fet  my  Feet 

a  running 
The  Ways  of  thy  Commands,  which  I 'before 
was  fhunning. 
Amazing  Work  of  Grace,  to  change  a  Re- 
bel fo, 
That  now  I  love  the  Truth,  and  fhun  of 
Sin  the  Woe. 

VI. 

That  I  may  not  relapfe  into  my  old  Condition, 
Grant  me  thy  conftant  Aid,  and  grant  me  it  ill 
Contrition  ; 
Exert  thy  mighty  Strength  in  mine  Infir- 
mity ; 
Renew  my  Mind  to  love  and  ferve  Thee 
conftantly. 
VIL 

Lord,  guide  me  by  thy  Hand  while  my  frail 

Life  is  moving  5 ' 
Leave  me  not  to  my  felf,  nor  to  my  Nature's 

Roving  ; . 
1  E*> 
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Except  I'm  led  by  Thee,  my  Feet  miftake 

thy  Ways  ; 
Supported  by  thy  Hand,  I  run  the  Paths 
of  Grace. 
VIIT. 
O  Father,  glorious  God,  hear  this  my  Sap- 
plication  ; 
Lord  Jesu,  Source  of  Grace,  reveal  thy  great 
Salvation  ; 
God,  Holy  Ghoft,  be  Thou  my  Guide  and 

Governour, 
Then  ihall  I  praife  Thee  right  both  now 
and  evermore. 


Wundcr barer  Konig. 
I. 

WOnderful  Creator, 
SovVein  Arbitrator ! 
Look  upon  us  in  thy  Mercy. 
Chrift,  our  blefled  Saviour, 
Slight  not  our  Behaviour, 
Though  we  have  rebel  I'd  againft  Thee. 
Lord,  our  Ring  ! 
Make  us  fmg, 
With  a  due  Contrition, 
And  profound  Submiffion. 
II. 
Heav'n  !  proclaim  ihe  Honour 
Of  thy  mighty  Donor, 
Far  beyond  the  whole  Creation. 
Sun  !  lei  this  Day's  Duty 
Shew  thy  Author's  Beauty,  In 
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In  thy  Courfe  without  CeiTation. 

Ev'ry  Star 

In  the  Air 
Pay  him  due  Allegiance 
In  your  fix'd  Obedience, 

III. 

O  my  Soul  and  Spirit  ! 
Praife  the  glorious  Merit 
Of  the  Lord,  without  diffembling  ; 
Ail,  whoVe  Breath  and  Motion, 
Pay  him  your  Devotion, 
And  rejoice  with  Fear  and  Trembling, 
Great  and  Good 
Is  our  God, 
Of  eternal  Story, 
And  the  King  of  Glory. 
IV. 

Eaife  your  Hymns  of  Praifes 
To  the  Name  of  ]  esus, 
All  that  tafte  the  Heav  nJy  Manna  ! 
He,  that  thus  rejoice^ 
Join  with  all  our  Voices, 
And  repeat  devout-HosANNA. 
Bleft  are  all, 
That  can  call 
Christ  their  Joy  and  Treafure  ; 
They'll  be  fill'd  withPleafure. 
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The  Malabarian  Hymn. 

Sey  Lob  und  Ehr  dem  hochjlen  Gut. 

To  the  Tune:  Raife  your  Devotion. 

I. 

LL  Glory  to  the  SovYein  Good 

^    And  Father  of  Companion, 
The  God  our  Help  and  fare  Abode, 

Whofe  gracious  vifitation 
Renews  his  Eleffings  ev'ry  Day, 
And  takes  our  greateft  Grief  away  : 

Give  to  our  God  the  Glory. 
II. 
The  Heavenly  Hofts  with  Awe  proclaim 

The  Praife  of  their  Creator; 
All  living  on  this  earthly  Frame, 

All  that's  produced  in  Nature, 
Speak  their  Divine  Original, 
Impreft  moft  wifely  on  them  all  : 

Give  to  our  God  the  Glory. 

What  is  created  by  our  God, 
Enjoys  his  Preformation  \ 

5Tis  he  extends  o'er  all  abroad 

His  Father-like  CompalTion. 
Throughout  the  Kingdom  of  his  Grace 
Prevail  his  Truth  and  Righteoufnefs  : 

Give  to  our  God  the  Aovy.  IV.In 
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IV. 

In  my  Diftreis  I  raised  with  Faith 

To  God  my  Supplication  ; 
My  Saviour  refcu'd  me  from  Death, 

And  gave  meConfolation 
This  mak<5s  my  Heart  with  Thankfulnefs 
Rejoice  before  the  Lord  of  Grace : 

Give  to  our  God  the  Glorv. 
V. 
The  Lord  in  Truth  has  ne'er  forfook 

His  faithful  Generation  ; 
He's  ftill  their  Refuge,  Strength  and  Rock, 

Their  Buckler  of  Salvation  \ 
He  leads  them  with  a  Mother's  Care  ; 
Through  Difmal Dangers,  guards  from  Fear: 

Give  to  our  God  the  Glory. 
VI. 
When  all  the  Creatures  here  deny 

Their  Help  and  Confolation, 
Our  great  Creator  then  is  nigh, 

With  Succour  and  CompaffioH, 
Andfe  s  the  humble  Souls  at  Reft 
That  live  abandoned  and  oppreft : 

Give  to  our  God  the  Glory. 
VII. 
Thy  Praife,  O  Lord  !  fhall  be  my  Song 

As  long  as  Breath  I'm  drawing  ; 
Thy  Name  fhall  dwell  on  every  Tongue 

Where'er  thy  Love  is  growing. 
MyHeart  !  with  all  thy  Strength  adore 
This  God  of  Grace  this  God  of  PowV  ; 

And  give  him  all  the  Glory. 

All 
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VIIL 

All  ye  that  name  the  Name  of  Christ, 

Give  to  our  God  the  Glory  \ 
All  who  confefs  his  Powt  the  highTt 

Defpife  what's  tranfitory  ; 
Renounce  the  Idols  of  your  own. 
The  Lord  is  God,  whofe  Name  alone 

Deferves  all  Praife  and  Glory. 
IX. 
Then  come  before  his  holy  Face 
With  joyful  Acclamation ; 
Extol  the  Wonders  of  his  Grace, 

In  your  fubmiilive  Station  ; 
The  Lord  has  order'd  all  Things  beft, 
Ye  convert  Souls  in  Eaft  ^nd  Weft. 

Give  to  our  God  the  Glory. 


Solt  ich  meimn  Gott  nickt  Jingen  ? 


SHa'nt  I  ling  to  my  Creator  ? 
Sha'nt  I  give  him  Thanks  and  Praife  ? 
Who  by  evVy  Thing  in  Nature 

Magnifies  his  tender  Gracs : 
What  but  loving  Candefcenfion 

Still  enclines  his  faithful  Heart, 

To  fupport  and  take  their  Part, 
Who  purlue  his  bleft  Intention  : 

All  Things  to  their  Period  tend, 

But  his  Mercy  knows  nj  End. 

X  II.  As 
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II. 


As  a  Hen  is  us'd  to  gather 

Her  young  Brood  beneath  her  Wings, 
So  has  God  my  Heav'nly  Father, 

Kept  me  fafe  from  difmal  Things, 
From  the  Hour  of  my  Formation, 

When  he  breathed  Life  in  me, 

Rearing  it  by  each  Degree, 
Till  he  brought  me  to  this  Station* 

All  Things  &c. 

III. 

Nay,  his  darling  Son  eternal 

He  delivers  up  for  me, 
To  redeem  me  irom  infernal 

Death  and  endlefs  Mifery. 
Depth  of  Love  beyond  Dimenfion  ! 

Whence  can  my  weak  Spirit  fetch 

Thoughts  profound  enough  to  reach 
This  unfathom'd  Condefcenfion  ? 


All  Things  &c. 


IV. 


His  good  Spirit's  beft  Direction 
He  Touchfafes  me  in  his  Word  ; 

And  his  Wings  their  kind  Prote&ion 
In  my  Pilgrimage  afford  • 

He  eudaws  my  Soul  and  Spirit 
With  the  Light  of  living  Faith 
T'overcome  the  Powt  of  Death 

And  efcape  the  Hell  I  merit. 
All  Things  &e. 


V.  IV 
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V. 

My  Soul's  Welfare  and  Advances 

Are  the  Objeft  of  his  Care, 
Nay,  the  Body's  Change  and  Chances 

In  his  Goodnefs  have  a  Share. 
When  my  nat'ral  Strength  is  ihrinking, 

In  the  Time  of  utmoft  Need, 

He  my  God  ftepsin  with  Speed, 
And  recovers  me  from  finking; 

All  Things  &c. 

VI. 
Heav'n  and  Earth,  withev'ry  Creature j 

For  my  Service  are  defignM ; 
Where  I  make  my  Search  in  Nature, 

Food  and  Raiment  there  I  find. 
Cattle,  Corn,  Fruit,  Fowl  and  Fillies, 

Vales  below,  and  Hills  on  high, 

Woods  and  Waters,  Earth  and  Sky 
Furnifh  me  with  various  Difhes. 

All  Things  &c. 

VII. 
When  I  fleep,  his  Love  is  taking 

Care  to  roufe  my  drowfy  Soul, 
That  I  find  each  Morn  at  waking 

Light  renew'd  from  Pole  to  Pole. 
Had  my  God  withdrawn  the  Numbers 

Of  his  Angels  from  my  Head, 

And  forfook  me  in  my  Bed, 
I  had  perifh'din  my  Slumbers. 

All  Things  &c. 

VIII. 
Oh  !  how  many  fore  Afflictions 

Have  been  rais'd  bv  Satan's  Crew  ? 

X  2  Which 
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Which,  by  God's  Divine  Reftri&ions, 

Never  came  within  my  View. 
Guardian  Angels  of  his  fending 
Stopt  the  Malice  which  the  Fiend 
To  my  Ruin  did  intend, 
Far  beyond  my  comprehending. 
All  Things  &c. 

IX. 
As  a  Father's  kind  Affe&ion 

Still  endures  towards  his  Child, 
Tho'  he  merit  fore  Corre&ion, 

When  by  World  and  Sin  beguil'd  ; 
Thus,  upon  my  true  Repentance, 
Sins  are  by  my  pard'ning  God 
Punifh'd  with  a  Father's  Rod, 
Not  a  Judge's  damning  Sentence, 
All  Things  &c. 

X. 
His  Chaftifements  and  Corre&ions, 
I     Tho'  they  bitter  feem  to  be, 
Yet,  upon  mature  Reflexions, 

Are  but  Monitors  to  me  : 
His  bleft  Purpofe  they  difcover, 
To  reduce  my  captive  Senfe 
From  the  World's  Impertinence 
To  mv  God,  my  heav'nly  Lover. 
All  Things  &c. 

XL 
This  I  know  with  full  Convi&ion, 

As  a  Maxim  ever  fure  : 
ChriRian  CrofTes  and  Affli&ion 
Do  but  for  a  Time  endure  : 
After  Winter's  Froft  and  Snowing, 

Smi« 


Praife  of  God.  157 

Smiling  Summer  then  appears ; 
After  Sadnefs,  Pains,  and  Tears, 
Joyful  Comforts  will  be  flowing. 
All  Things  &c. 

XII. 

Since  nor  End,  nor  Bound,  norMeafure 
Can  in  God's  great  Love  be  found, 

Heart  and  Hands  I  lift  with  Pleafurc, 
As  a  Child  in  Duty  bound  ; 

Lord,  I  humbly  afk  this  Favour 
To  embrace  with  all  my  Might 
Thee,  my  Father,  Day  and  Night, 

Till  I  change  this  Infant  Savour 
For  the  Tafte  of  Blifs  above, 
Manly  Praife  and  endlcfs  Love. 

:yxy.  vxsr:  vi\ .  vrr.  vjv  mv  :/»\:  vK?  vi\?  viv  Viv  v±v 
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W omit  foil  ich  dlch  ytohl  hbcn. 
I. 

WITH  what  Fervour  of  Devotion 
Shall  I  praife  the  Lord  of  Holts  ? 
Put  my  Heart  and  Tongue  in  Motion, 

Aaed  by  the  Holy  Ghoft  : 
For  my  Thoughts  in  full  Extennon 
Cannot  reach  thy  Love's  Dimenfion. 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greaieft  King,  for  ever  be. 

II.  Lord 
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II. 

Lord,  inflame  my  Soul  and  Spirit 

To  revere  thy  wondrous  Might : 
Jesus,  let  thy  boundles  Merit 

Be  exalted  Day  and  Night. 
Bleflings  now  in  my  Pofieflion 
Prove  thy  Grace  beyond  Expreffion. 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greateft  King,  for  ever  be. 

III. 

When  I  make  a  deep  Reflexion 
On  my  former  Courfe  of  Sin, 
Shame  might  run  me  to  Diftra&ion, 

So  ungrateful  I  have  been  ! 
Great  thy  Patience,  my  Redeemer, 
To  fo  wretched  a  Biafphemer. 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greateft  Ring,  for  ever  be. 
IV. 
When  my  ferious  Thoughts  confider 
With  what  Love  and  Tendernefs, 
Thou  haft  ftill  purfu  d  me  hither 

All  this  precious  Time  of  Grace, 
I  proclaim  with  full  Confeffion 
Thy  Long-fuff'ring  and  Compaffion. 

'  Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greateft  Ring,  for  ever  be. 
V. 
All  my  Steps  thou  haft  been  watching, 

Still  to  fave  me  from  the  Fire  ; 
When,  at  worldly  Lucre  catching, 
I  was  finking  in  the  Mire, 

Thou 
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Thou  didft  hid  me  feek  the  Treafiire, 
Which  afford?  eternal  Pleafure. 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greateft  Ring,  for  ever  be. 
VI. 
O,  with  what  unwearied  Patience 

Haft  thou  drawn  my  Soul  to  thee, 
That  I  from  the  finful  Legions 

To  thofe  healing  Wounds  might  flee, 
Which  recovered  me  thy  Creature 
From  the  Curfe  of  fallen  Nature. 

Thousand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee* 
Greateft  King,  for  ever  be. 

VII. 

Yea,  my  God,  but  Trutfe  and  Kindnefs 

Ever  dwell  before  thy  Face  ; 
Thou revealeft  toour  Blindnefs 

Both  thy  Judgments  and  thy  Grace, 
That  we  by  thine  Operations 
May  difcern  thy  Pow'r  and  Patience. 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greateft  King,  for  ever  be. 

VIIL 

As  in  Number,  Weight  and  Meafure 

All  Things  in  the  Univerfe 
Are  dilpos'd  at  thy  good  Pieafure, 

None  but  muft  thy  Pow'r  rehearfe  : 
So  have  I  the  greateft  Reafon 
To  admire  Thee  ev'ry  Seafon. 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thcca 
Greateft  King,  for  ever  be. 

IX.  Now 
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IX, 

Now  with  Comfort,  then  with  Suff 'ring 

Didft  thou,  Father,  come  to  me, 
To  prepare  a  Free- will  Off 'ring 

Of  what's  wholly  due  to  Thee, 
That  my  Heart's  Defire  and  Treafure 
Might  depend  upon  thy  Pleafure. 

Thoufand,Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greateft  Ring,  for  ever  be. 

X. 

Parents  grant,  or  give  Denial, 

As  their  Children's  Good  requires : 
So  my  hcav'nly  Father's  lYyal 

Has  prov'd  beft  to  my  Defires  ; 
For  thy  Goodnefs  has  reliev'd  me 
When  the  fierceft  Pains  have  griev'd  me. 
Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greateft  Ring,  for  ever  be. 
XL 
Thou  on  Eagle's  Wings  haft  carried 
Me  through  many  difmal  Ways, 
When  on  Shore,  or  when  I  ferried 

Over  Rivers,  or  the  Seas  : 
When  Diftrefs  and  Fear  ran  higheft, 
Thy  fupporting  Hand  was  nigheft. 

Thoufand,Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greateft  Ring,  for  ever  be.     ■ 

XII. 

Thoufands  on  my  Left  were  falling ; 

On  my  Right  Hand  Ten  Times  more  •> 
Guardian-Angels  of  thy  Calling 

Stood  behind  me  and  before, 

T® 
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To  defend  me  from  the  Danger 

Of  the  Plague  and  th'  hellifh  Ranger. 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 

Greateft  King,  for  ever  be. 

XIII. 

Lord,thy  Father-like  Behaviour 

Is  beyond  my  deepeft  Thought  : 
With  what  Price,  oh  glorious  Saviour  ! 

My  Salvation  haft  thou  bought  ? 
And  thy  Grace,  O  facred  Spirit, 
Is  above  my  Thanks  and  Merit 

Thoufand,  Thoufand  Thanks  to  Thee, 
Greateft  King,  for  ever  be. 

XIV. 

Thoufand  Hymns  of  Adoration 

Be  return'd  to  Thee,  good  Lord, 
For  thy  gracious  Prefervafion 

And  thy  faving  Love  reftor'd : 
Grant  me  Grace,  whilft  Time  is  wafting. 
To  fecure  Life  everlafting, 

Where  thy  holy  Praife  (hall  found 
In  a  never-ceafing  Round. 


[  i64  ] 


Of  Spiritual   Marriage, 

Wiefchbn  leucht  uns  der  Morgen  Stern. 

I. 

HOW  bright  appears  the  Morning-Star, 
With  Grace  and  Truth  beyond  Com- 

The  Royal  Root  of  Jesse  ;  '        (pare, 
O  David's  Son,  ofj-acok's  Line  ! 
My  Soul's  Delight,  and  Spoufe  Divine, 

Thy  Love  can  only  blefs  me. 

Precious,  Gracious, 
Fair  and  Glorious,  e'er  Vi&orious, 

Thou  my  Treafure, 
Far  beyond  all  earthly  Plcafure. 

II. 
My  choiceft  Pearl,  and  precious  Crown, 
God  and  the  Virgin  Marfs  Son, 

Thou  King  of  endlefs  Glory  ! 
Thou  art  compared  to  Sb  iron's  Flow'rj 
ThyGofpel  and  its  faving  Pow'r 

Excells  what's  Tranfitory, 

Lovely  Lilly, 
O  Hofanna,  Heav'nly  Manna* 

Thy  fweet  Flavour 
Be  mine  everlafting  Savour. 

III.  Thy 
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0  !  this  Blifs  is 
Of  his  giving,  who's  the  Living 

Bread  and  Manna  ; 
Ever  will  I  fing  Hosanna. 

VI. 

Tune  all  your  Strings  of  Lute  and  Harp, 
Refolve  the  Notes  of  Flat  and  Sharp 

Into  Celeftial  Concords, 
That  Nothing  may  difturb  my  Frame, 
"Which  is  wrapt  up  in  Jesus'  Name, 

The  fweetelt  of  all  Comforts. 

Ringing,  Singing, 
In  your  Praifes,  let  the  Phrafes 

Of  your  Duty 
Pleafe  the  Lord  of  Blifs  and  Beauty. 

VII. 

My  Joy  to  all  the  World  be  known, 
That  my  Beloved  keeps  his  Throne, 

On  Hills  of  Light  and  Glory. 
He'll  kindly  bring  me  to  that  Place, 
"Where  all  the  Wonders  of  his  Grace 

Shall  lie  difclos'd  before  me. 

Anen !  Amen  ! 
Lord  my  Sov'reign  !  come  and  govern 

AH  the  Nations ; 
Come  !  I  wait  with  great  Impatience* 
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Morning  Hymn. 

Wach  anf  mein  Hertz  undjinge. 

I. 

Y  Soul,  awake,  and  tender 
To  God,  thy  great  Defender, 
ThyTrayer  and  Thanksgiving, 
Bccaufc  thou  art  ftill  living, 
II. 
Xaft  Night,  when  lying  fenfelefs, 
-And  utterly  defencelefs, 
I  was  in  greateft  Danger, 
From  Darknefs  and  its  Ranger. 
Ill 
.,  Nay,  when  that  Lion's  Fury 
I  Was  ready  to  devour  me ; 
Thy  gracious  Condefcention 
Has  crofs'd  his  foul  Intention. 
IV. 
Thou  faid'ft :  My  Child,  be  eafy  ; 
My  Prefence  fhall  releafe  Thee 
From  frightful  Pain  and  Evil, 
In  Spite  of  Hell  and  DeVil. 
V. 
Thou,  Lord,  haft  kept  thy  Promife  j 
In  vain  was  Satan's  Malice  •, 
With  Joy  I  now  difcover 
Thy  Light,  O  Lord,  my  Loyer. 
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VI. 

My  Thanks  fhall  be  the  Spices 

Of  Morning  Sacrifices  ; 
My  deep  Humiliation 
Sues  for  thine  Acceptation.. 

VII. 

In  gracious  Condefcenfion 
Defpife  not  my  Intention  ; 

Nbr  Body,  Soul,  nor  Spirit 

Can  boaft  of  any  Merit, 

VIII. 

Fulfil  in  me  thy  Pleafure  ; 

Thy  Mercy  be  my  Treafure  ; 
Thy  Angel  guard  my  Goings 
From  Satan's  guiieful  Doings, 

IX. 

Elefs  ev'ry  Thought  and  A&ion  \ 
Thy  Will  be  my  Direaion  : 
Beginning,  Middle,  Ending 
To  Thee  alone  be  tending. 

X. 

Thy  Blifs  be  my  Salvation  ; 

My  Heart  thy  Habitation  : 
Thy  Word  my  Food  andRelifh/ 
Till  thou  deftroy'ft  what's  Hellifh. 
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•fc^J  4.  ?<j^  \iet-  Himme/s  und  der  Erdeq> 

I. 

1 1   /°OD,  the  Lord  of  the  Creation, 
^\J     Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft  ! 
—^Night  and  Day,  in  Separation, 
~      Sun  and  Moon  thy  Glory  boaft.         * 
P  All  Things  in  the  Uaivdtfe      *- 
Thy  preferring  Grace  rehearfe. 

II. 
Lord !  to  thee  my  Praife  and  Prayer 
!    5     Are  difefted  from  my  Heart ; 
'Tis  thou  foilTt  my  Soul  s^Eetrayer, 
And  preferv'ft  me  from  his  Art  > 
So  that  his  enfnaring  Train, 
By  thy  Grace,  is  laid  in  vain. 

III. 
Let  the  Night  ofL-my  Tranfgreffiou 

^Vitji  the  Darknefs  pafsaway. 
^esu  !  into  thy  PofTeffion 
I  refign  my  felf  to  Day. 
In  thy  Wounds  I  find  Relief  * 

4  For  my  greatelt  Sin  and  Grief. 

Grant,  that  free  I  rife  this  Morning 
From  the  Lethargy  of  Sin; 
;  That  my  Soul^through  thy  adorning^. 
J      Be  all  glorious  within  :  VI 

J  And  that  at  the  Judgment-Day    e 
I  be  not  a  Caft-away. 

Z  *  V.  Let 
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V. 

Let  rny  Life  and  Converfation 

Be  directed  by  thy  Word  ; 
Lord  !  thy  conitant  Prefervation 

To  thy  erring  Child  afford. 
No  where  but  alone  in  thee 
From  all  Harm  I  can  be  free. 

VI. 
Lord  !  my  Body,  Soul  and  Spirit, 

Keep  in  thine  Almighty  Hand  : 
By  thy  All  fufficient  Merit, 

Make  me  follow  thy  Command, 
Oh  !  ray  Glory  and  Renown, 
Fit  me  for  th7  eternal  Crown. 

VII. 
To  thy  Angels'  keeping  give  me, 

To  dircdt  my  erring  Feet  ; 
And, when  Satan  would  deceive  me, 

Difappoint  the  hellifh  Cheat. 
Bring  at  laft  my  Soul  to  Reft, 
Where  thou  reign'ft  among  the  Bleft. 

VIII. 
Hear  my  humble  Supplication, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft! 
With  fincereft  Adoration 

Thee  I  love,  of  Thee  I  boaft* 
O,  I'll  praife  thy  Grace  to  me 
Here,  and  in  Eternity. 
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Evening  Hymn. 

Fiir  deinen  *Ihrcn  tret  ich  hi  emit. 

I. 

Efore  thy  Throne  I  now  appear. 

O  Lord  ,  bow  down  thy  gracious  Ea) 
Tome-  and  call  not  from  thy  Face 
A  finful  Wretch  who  fuesfor  Grace. 

II. 

Thou  Father  of  Eternity, 
Thine  Image  haft  impi  efs'd  on  me  : 
In  thee  I  am,  and  live,  and  more  •- 
Nor  can  I  breath  without  thy  Lo- 

III. 

Oft  haft  thou  fnach'd  me  from  Diftre 
And  rais'd  me  oft  when  comfort'efs ; 

When  but  a  Step,  nay,  one  Hair'-:  Breadth 
Was  'twixt  my  tott'ring  Life  and  Death. 

IV. 

My  Senfe  and  Reafon  come  from  thee  ; 

And  Suftenance  thou  givTt  to  ri 

A  Chriliian  Friend  beftowTt  withal, 
To  aid  me  when  I'm  like  to  fall. 
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V. 

Thou,  Son  !  by  thy  moft  precious  Blood 
Haft  purchas'd  cverlafting  Good : 
The  curffag  Law  thou  doft  repeal, 
And  fav'ft  me  from  the  Rage  of  Hell. 
VI. 
When  Sin  and  Satan  me  impeach, 
And  Confcience  is  within  their  Reach, 
As  Mediator  thou  ftep'ft  in, 
And  fav'ft  me  from  the  Curfe  of  Sin. 
VII. 
My  IntercefTor  and  High  Prieft, 
My  Joy,  Truth,  Comfort,  and  my  Reft ! 
Thy  All-fufficient  Merit  is 
The  Source  of  my  eternal  Blifs. 
VIII. 
Thou,  Holy  Ghost  !  Supremeft  Good, 
Difpofer  of  the  Heav'nly  Food, 
What  can  be  counted  good  in  me, 
But  what  proceeds  alone  from  Thee  ? 
IX. 
Through  thee,  I  now  my  God  adore, 
And  call  him  Father  evermore  ; 

Through  thee,  thv  Word  and  Sacrament 
I  fee  and  hold  with  great  Content. 
X. 
Through  thee,  Fm  in  Temptation  free 
From  Fear  and  fad  Defpondency  ; 

Through  thee,  Fm  quicken'd  oft  to  tafte 
The  Sweets  of  thine  eternal  Reft. 

XL  This 
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XL 

This  makes  my  Heart  and  Tongue  rehearfe 
Thy  glorious  Praife  in  faithful  Verfe, 

For  all  the  Grace  and  Mercy  free 

Thou,  to  this  Hour,  haft  fhed  on  me, 
XII. 
Befeeching  thine  Almighty  Grace 
To  aid  me  till  I've  run  my  Race: 

Whilft  All  thou  haft  conferr'd  on  me, 

Intirely  is  afcrib'd  to  Thee. 
XIII. 
Give  me  a  Heart  that  is  fmcere, 
To  love  thy  Truth,  and  perfevere 

In  real  Chriftianity, 

And  fhun  all  foul  Hypocrify. 
XIV. 

Forgive  the  Sins  of  early  Days; 

Forgive  the  Sins  of  Carelefnefs  : 
Give  me  true  Faith  and  Chanty, 
That  all  my  Hope  may  reft  in  Thee. 
XV. 

A  blefled  Exit  grant  I  make  ; 

And  when,  at  laft,  I  fhall  awake, 
O,  let  me  fee  thy  glorious  Face, 
And  reap  the  endlefs  Joys  of  Grace. 
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I. 

AND  now  another  Day  is  gone  > 
The  Sun  has  left  the  Shore  ; 
All  feek  for  Reft,  whofe  Work  is  done-, 
And  leave  the  lab'ring  Oar. 

Ill 

But  thou,  my  God,    want'ft  no  fuch  Reft ; 

Thy  Glory  knows  no  Night  •, 
With  Thee  the  Darknefs  can't  conteft, 

For  Thou  thy  felf  art  Light. 

III. 

In  Mercy,  Lord,  remember  me, 

This  inftant  palling  Night  i 
And  grant  to  me  moft  gracioufly 

The  Safeguard  of  thy  Might, 
IV. 

Deftroy  old  Satan's  Tyranny, 

By  th'  Holy  Angels'  Hoft  ; 
So  fhall  I  be  from  Danger  free  > 

And  Sorrow  will  be  loft. 
V. 

And  though  I  feel  the  Load  of  Sin, 

"Which  ftill  opprefies  me, 
Yet  th'  Anguifh  thy  dear  Son  was  in, 


Has  greater  Weight  with  Thee. 


VL  'Tis 


TLvenina  .Hymn 


te 


& 


1 1  h  j  jir>b 


»(::;«•■'<  « 


■#— •■ 


•wnr 


A.ruiiwiv  another iJavisgorieihe  Sun.ha< 


= 


"J/r'l.rl^JiLJJJ 


fc/fc  #te  Shore  all  leek  for  reft  whole  work  is 
^s>  s  ■    jfc '  •    <r  c/  L/g-  c/     g^y    #•  7cr 


ipp 


-& 


HE 


P 


Et 


p 


f.w  I  ''ill  E 


doneandivnoiperetird  before  - 


£ 


n w  • 


S 


i  I 


£ 


PE 


iy6 


Evening  Hymn. 


* 


Werde  manter  mein  Gemuthe. 

t 

ROufethy  felf,  my  Soul,  and  gather 
All  thy  Senfes  from  abroad. 
To  adore  thy  Heav'nly  Father, 

And  the  Goodnefs  of  thy  God, 
For  preferving  Thee  this  Day, 
Chafing  Satan's  Hoft  away, 
That  their  Malice  and  Delufion 
Cou'd  not  put  Thee  to  Confufion. 
II. 

Bleffed  he  thy  gracious  Favour, 

Father  of  Eternity  ! 
That  thouTt  helpt  me  in  my  Labour* 

And  my  great  NecefTity  ; 
That  in  all  my  Care  and  Grief 
Thou  haft  fent  me  Aire  Relief, 

And  remov'd,  on  all  Occafion, 

What  might  fruftrate  my  Salvation. 
III. 
None  of  all  the  flcilPd  in  Numbers, 

Nor  the  Sons  of  Eloquence 
Can  exprefs  or  count  the  Wonders 

Of  thy  gracious  Providence. 
O,  thy  Mercies  are  too  great 
For  us  Mortals  to  repeat. 

Let  us  then  adore  in  Spirit 

VV hat's  above  our  Senfe  and  Merit. 

IV.  Now 
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IV. 

Now  this  tirefome  Day  is  finilh'd, 

Gloomy  Night  draws  on  apace  •, 
Chearful  Day  Light  is  diminifh'd, 
And  the  Sun  has  hid  his  Face. 
Lord,  endow  me  with  thy  Love, 
That  the  In  fiances  I  prove 

Of  thy  Care  and  thy  Protection 

Work  in  me  a  pure  Subje&ion. 
V. 
Pardon,  Lord,  each  fad  Tranfgreflion, 

Whether  open  or  unknown, 
With  the  Weight  of  whofe  Oppreflicn 

I  all  Night  in  fecret  moan  ; 
So  that  Satan's  fiery  Dart 
Often  pierces  through  my  Heart, 

And  difturbs  the  Weft  Intention 

Of  thy  Grace  and  thv  Redemption, 
VI 
Tho'  I've  ftray'd  and  thee  denied  ; 

As  I  willingly  return. 
For  his  Sake  who  for  medied> 

Let  thy  Wrath  no  longer  burn  P 
I  confefs  the  Guilt  of  Sin  ; 
B  t  thy  Grace  can  make  me  clean, 

Which  exceeds,  beyon.l  Exprelfion, 

All  thePoiionof  Trarifgrefliori 

VII. 

Author  of    liumi nation, 

Light  ot  Light,  eternal  Word, 
Soul  and  Body's  Prefervation 

1  commit  to  thee,  O  Lord  ; 

A  a  My 
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My  Redeemer,  dwell  in  me, 
That  I  deep  and  wake  with  Thee, 
And  enjoy  thy  Confolation 
In  the  Night  of  Perturbation. 
VIII. 
Guard  me  from  the  Snares  of  Satan, 

And  the  Pow'r  of  Sin  and  Hell; 
"Which  raife  Dreams  I  never  thought  on, 

And  abominate  to  tell. 
Let  me  never  lofe  the  Sight 
Of  thy  good  and  gracious  Light. 
Having  thee,  I  can  be  quiet 
'Midft  the  Furies-Storm  and  Riot. 

IX. 

When  I  clofe  mine  Eyes  to  flumber,     * 

And  my  Senfes  fall  afleep, 
Let  my  Heart,  awake,  the  Number 

Of  thy  Mercies  tell  and  keep. 
Fill  me  with  thy  fac red  Love, 
That  I  dream  of  what's  above, 
And  keep  clofe  to  Thee  my  Saviour 
Even  in  my  Nights  Behaviour,, 
X. 
Grant,  that  under  thy  Prote&ion, 

I  enjoy  a  quiet  Reft  \ 
Guard  me  from  Night-Sin's  Infe&ion  } 

Number  me  among  the  Bleft , 
Soul  and  Body,  Heart  and  Mind 
Keep  from  Harm  of  ev'ry  Rind  ; 
Friends  and  Foes  and  each  Relation 
Vifit  with  thy  new  Creation. 

XI.  Let 
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XI. 

Let  no  frightful  Rumour  wake  me 

From  within  or  from  abrc 
Let  no  Sicknefs  overtake  rne  ; 

Lord,  be  thou  my  fure  Abode. 
Fire  and  Water,  Pcftifence, 
Death  that's  fudden  off  me  fence, 

Left  I  dye  in  my  Tranfgreflion, 

And  fall  fhort  of  thy  Pofleflion. 
XII. 
Father,  hear  the  Supplication 

Of  thy  poor  unworthy  Child. 
Jesu  !  through  thy  Mediation, 

Make  me  truly  reconciled. 
Holy  Ghoft,  of  equal  Praife, 
I  depend  upon  thy  Grace. 

Sacred  Three  :  be  pleas'd  to  fay  then  : 

Even  fo  it  (hall  be,  Amen  ! 


Chr  '  d;:  b:jl  Tag  and  Licht. 

I. 

CHRIT,  everlafting  Source  of  Light, 
All  Things  lie  naked  in  thy  Sight ; 
Thou  Splendor  of  thy  Father's  Face, 
Teach  us  to  tread  the  Paths  of  Grace. 
II. 
We  come  fimplorc  thy  fov'rein  Might, 
To  keep  thy  Fleck  this  inftant  Night 
From  all  the  Wiles  of  th'  Enemy, 
Q  Father  of  Eternity. 

A  a  2  III.  Re- 
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III. 

Remove  ourfinful  Drowfinefs; 
Shield  us,  when  Satan  would  opprefs  ; 
The  feeble  Fleih  keepchafte  and  pure, 
And  let  us  reft  in  Thee  fecure. 
IV. 
And  when  our  Eyes  are  bound  in  Sleep, 
The  Lamp  of  Faith  ftill  burning  keep  ; 
And,  oh,  fuftain  us  while  we  reft; 
And  Sin  remove,  and  we  arebleft. 
.  V. 
Great  Guardian  of  thy  Chriftian  Flock, 
Thy  Prefence  be  ourfaving  Rock; 
Thy  Agony  and  bloody  Sweat 
Be  our  Support  in  evVy  Strait. 

Forget  not,  Lord  ,  the  Fain  and  Woe 
That  fa  ft  purfue  us  here  below  : 

The  Soul,  thou'it  ranfonfd  by  thy  Blood, 
Unite  with  Thee  tW  eternal  Good. 
VII. 
To  God  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Who  wears  his  Father's  brighteft  Crown, 
i  to  the  l>o'r;{  of  his  Grace, 
Be  :  and  Praife. 
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Striven  voir  aus  Hertz  n  Grund. 
L 

NOW  give  Thanks,  ye  Old  and  Young  ; 
Praife  the  Lord  with  Heart  and  Tongue: 
For  his  Mercy  it  ill  fupplics 
All  Mankinds  NecefTities. 
As  he  feeds  the  Birds  and  Beads, 
So  he  makes  us  all  his  Guefts  ; 
Giving  daily  joyous  Feafts. 

II. 
Praife  him,  for  it  is  but  jufi  ; 
He  has  rais'd  us  from  the  Duft  ; 
Gives  us  Being ;  gives  us  Breath, 
Saves  us  from  eternal  Death  : 
From  the  Time  that  we  remove 
From  the  Womb,  we  tafte  his  Love, 
And  it  daily  doth  improve. 

.  III. 
Soon  as  we  from  Dull  are  reared, 
Our  Proyifions  are  prepared. 
Mercy  feeds  us  in  the  Womb, 
Till  we  break  the  living  Tomb  : 
EvVy  Feature  of  our  Frame 
j  Speaks  the  Wifdom  of  his  Name 
|  From  whofeLove  our  Being  came 
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IV. 


God  adorns  this  Earth  below  ; 
Ev'ry  where  Provifions  grow  \ 

Hills  and  Dales,  the  Wood  and  Field 

Our  Creator's  Bleflings  yield. 
"Wine  and  Bread,  the  Beft  of  Food, 
He  beftows  on  Bad  and  Good  ; 
"Were  his  Love  but  underftood  ! 

V. 
Seas  and  Rivers  Fifh  afford 
For  us  Boarders  on  the  Lord : 

Birds  and  Cattle  multiply 

In  a  vaft  Variety  \ 
Nay,  where'er  we  turn  our  Sight, 
God  difplays  for  our  Delight 
Endlefs  Wonders  of  his  Might, 

VI. 
Lord,  enlarge  our  narrow  Senfe, 
So  t'adore  thy  Providence, 

That  our  Body,  Soul  and  Mind, 

May  to  thee  be  all  refigri'd, 
Keeping  up  a  thankful  Frame, 
Till  we  praife  thy  glorious  Name 
At  the  Supper  of  the  Lamb. 
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Den  Vater  dort  cben. 


FAther,  Lord  of  Mercy  ! 
We  beg  Leave  tQ  praife  Thee, 
Who  relievTt  our  pre  fern  Wants, 
And  giv'ft  us  fvveet  Suftenance  ; 
And  thy  Well-Beloved, 

By  whofe  Grace  thy  Bldffmgs  are 
Plenteoufly  improved. 

II. 

Thus  in  Truth  ?nd  Spirit 
We  return  all  Merit 

To  the  glorious  One  and  Three, 

Now  and  in  Eternity  ; 
Since  thy  gracious  Providence 

Has.fuftain'd  our  L  th  Food, 

And  litpply'd  our  Lodigei 

III. 

fi$  Oblation, 

Lord  of  our  Creation  ! 

Which  we  bring  in  Jesus'  Name 
And  the  Merits  of  the  Lamb, 

Through  whofe  Interceflkm 
Thou  ait  pleas'd  r 

All  our  p.:it  Tra  >n. 


IV.  \\ 
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IV. 

What  have  feeble  Creatures 
In  their  finful  Natures, 

To  repay  one  fingle  Grace, 
But  Diftrefs  and  Shame  of  Face  ? 
Oh  !  who  can  repay  Thee  ? 

For  'tis  thine  whate'er  we  have 
And  enjoy  yet  daily. 

V. 

Lord,  accept  our  Graces, 
With  this  Song  of  Praifes, 

And  forgive  what  is  amifs, 
For  his  Sake  who  gain'd  us  Blifs. 
Christ,  thy  bleft  Example 

Print  upon  us,  that  we  may 
Be  thy  living  Temple. 


In  Common  Calamity. 

Wenn  wir  in  hochfte?i  Nothenfeyn. 

L 

WHEN"  we  are  under  great  Diftrefs, 
And  ev'ry  Thing  feems  comfortlefs  ; 
No  Creature  gives  the  leaft  Relief, 
But  all  encreafe  our  Weight  of  Grief. 

It  The 
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II. 

Tile  only  Refuge  then  we  have 
Is,  that  we  meet,  and  humbiy  crave 
Thy  Helping  Hand,  O  faithful  God, 
To  fare  us  from  the  wrathful  Red. 
Ill 
And  lifting  up  our  Eyes  and  Heart 
To  thee,  with  true  repenting  Smart, 
We  feek  from  Sin  a* full  Releafe, 
And  feek  to  make  thy  Judgments  ceafe. 

iv. 

As  thou  haftpromis'din  thy  Word, 
To  All  that  turn  to  Thee,  O  Lord  ! 
And  love  the  Name  of  Jesus  Christ* 
Our  Mediator  and  High-Prieft. 

V. 

We  then  addrefs  our  felves  to  Thee, 

In  this  our  great  Calamity, 

Befeeching  thine  Almighty  Hand 
To  take  this  Evil  from  our  Land. 

VL 

Remember  not  our  num'reus  Crimea, 
But  cleanfe  us  from  all  Guilt  betimes  ; 

Aflilt  us  with  thy  mighty  Grace, 

And  turn  on  us  thy  fhining  Face. 
VIL 
That,  for  our  great  Deliv'rance,  we 
May  render  Praife  and  Love  to  Thee  , 

Pay  true  Obedience  to  ihy  Word, 

AndcT  in  Thee;  O  Lo 


i  So  In  Common  Calamity. 


Du  Fried*  Fiirji  Herr  Jefu  Cbrift. 

I. 

LORD  Jesu,  blefied  Prince  of  Peace, 
True  God,  and  very  Man, 
By  thee  our  Troubles  rife  and  ceafe, 

Whofe  Life  is  but  a  Span. 
Thy  Saving  Name  is  what  we  claim 
Before  thy  heav'nly  Father. 
II. 
We  are  befet  with  great  Diftrefs 

Of  War  and  Peftilence, 
What  can  reftore  our  Happinefs 

But,  Lord,  thy  Providence  ? 
Be  pleas'd  to  plead  for  us  in  Need  ; 
Avert  th'  impending  Judgment. 

Thy  Name  declares  thy  great  Defign, 

Re  ft  or  er  of  our  Peace  ! 
Thy  Love,  fo  powerful  and  divine, 

Gives  all  the  Wretched  Eafe. 
Withdraw7  not,  Lord,  thy  holy  Word 

From  this  our  Generation. 
IV. 
The  Danger's  great,  and  Safety  rare, 

Where  Peftilence  doth  run  ; 
But  who  is  able  to  declare 

The  Mifchiefs  War  brings  on  ? 
When  we're  debarred  the  due  Regard 

Of  Laws  Divine  and  Moral. 

V. 
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V. 

War  tears  the  Root  of  Honefty, 

And  Mercy  leaves  behind, 
And  gives  new  Life  to  Blafphemy, 

And  Vice  of  ev'ry  Rind. 
OLord  our  God,   remove  this  Rod 

From  thy  diftreffed  People. 

VI. 

We  own,  our  Guilt  deferves  yet  more 
From  thy  moft  righteous  Hands  ; 

But  thy  bleft  Grace  exceeds  in  Pow'r 
The  Sins  of  ev'ry  Land. 

O  Lord,  forgive  \  let  Sinners  live, 

That  we  may  praife  thy  Goodnefs, 

VII. 

Enlighten  with  forgiving  Grace 

The  Darknefs  of  our  Heart, 
That  we  may  hate  the  Scoffer's  Ways, 

Nor  take  the  Atheift's  Part. 
Christ,  Thee  we  own  ;  Thou  art  alone 

Our  Strength  and  our  Redeemer. 
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Nimm  von  uns  Herr  du  ireucr  Gott, 

To  cheTune  :  Our  Father*,  who  from  Heaven  &c. 

I. 

TQ>   Emove  from  us,  O  faithful  God, 

JL\w  Thy  dreadful  and  avenging  Rod, 

Which  by  our  rmm'rous  crying  Crimes 
We  have  deferv'd  a  Thoufand  Times, 

Sad  Famine,  War  and  Peftilence 

Prevent  by  thy  good  Providence. 

II. 

In  Pity,  Lord,  look  on  our  Race  ; 

And  grant  us  thv  ail-faving  Grace  ; 
Shou'd  thy  juft  Anger  go  fo  far 
To  call  us  to  thy  Judgment-Bar, 

What  Man  could  ftand  before  thine  Eye, 

Or  plead  his  Truth,  qnd  Guilt  deny  ? 

nj. 

In  Thee  wetruft  ;  to  Thee  on  high, 
In  Heavinefs  of  Soul  we  cry. 

Give  us  a  Token  of  thy  Grace, 
By&ewing  thy  relieving  Face* 
true  Repentance  bring  us  Home, 
.1  lave  us  from  the  Wrath  to  come, 

IV.  Oh, 
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iy. 

Oh,  raife  no  more  fuch  dreadful  Stomas 

Againft  fo  vile  and  feeble  Worms. 

O,  great  Creator,  thou  weli  know'ft, 
That  this  our  Frame's  but  tranfient  Duft; 

Our  be  ft  Endeavours  Little  gain  , 

And,  fearclrd  by  thee,  weVe  all  but  vain. 
V. 

Sin  ft  ill  befets  us  ev'ry  where  ; 

Nor  Satan  fails  to  Jay  his  Snare  * 

The  wicked  World, with  Fiefti  and  Blood, 
Confpires  to  rob  us  of  all  Good. 

O  Lord,  this  is  not  hid  from  Thee  ; 

Have  Mercy  on  our  Mifery, 
VI 

Regard  thy  Son's  molt  bitter  Moans, 

Wounds,  Agonies,  and  dying  Groans  ; 
The  Pains  he  felt,  the  Blood  he  fpilt 
T'attone  for  all  our  Sin  and  Guilt, 

O,    for  his  Sake  our  Guiit  forgive, 

And  let  the  mourning  Sinners  live. 
VII. 

O  Lord,  conduct  us  by  thy  Hand  - 

And  blefs  thefe  Realms  by  Sea  and  Land; 
Preferve  thy  Word  amongft  us  pure  \ 
Keep  us  from  Satan's  Wiles  fecure  \ 

Grant  us  to  dye  in  Peace  and  Love, 
And  fee  thy  glorious  Face  above. 
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Cradle   Hymn. 

Schlaff  fcinfft  und  wobl9  fchlaff  liebes  Kind. 

To  the  Tune  :  With  this  new  Teary  &c. 

I. 

SLeep  well,  my  Dear  ;  deep  fafe  and  free, 
The  holy  Angels  are  with  Thee, 
Who  always  fee  thy  Father's  Face, 
And  never  (lumber,  Nights  nor  Days. 
II. 
Thou  ly'ft  in  Down,  foft  ev'ry  Way  ; 
Thy  Saviour  lay  in  Straw  and  Hay; 
Thy  Cradle  is  far  better  dreft, 
Than  the  hard  Crib  where  he  did  reft. 
III. 
None  dare  difturb  thy  prefent  Eafe  •> 
He  had  a  Thoufand  Enemies  : 
Thou  HvTt  in  great  Security  ; 
But  he  was  punith'd,  and  for  Thee. 
IV. 
God  make  thy  Mother's  Health  increafe, 
To  fee  thee  grow  in  Strength  and  Grace, 
In  Wifdom  and  Humility, 
As  Infant-jESUS  did  for  Thee. 

V.  God 


~ra 


~ 


Cradle  Hym?t.  191 

V. 

•od  fill  thee  with  his  heav'nly  Light, 

'o  fteer  thy  Chriltian  Courfe  aright  *, 

Make  thee  a  Tree,  of  blefled  Root, 

That  ever  bends  with  godly  Fruit. 

PART   the  Second. 

VL 

Thofe  Children  are  to  God  moft  dear, 

That  learn  the  Leffon  of  his  Fear. 
Thus  Infants  are  by  Jesus  Christ 
Moft  kindly  bleft,  embrac'd  and  kifs'd. 

VII. 

\re  not  the  Joys  of  God  above, 
3iv?n  to  the  Children  of  his  Love  ? 
Who'd  fee  above  his  holy  Face, 
Mult  here  become  a  Child  of  Grace. 

VIIL 

3e  thou  like  Christ,  that  blefled  Child, 

Moft  pious,  innocent  and  mild  ; 
Who  foon  did  ev'ry  Grace  difplay  j 
And,  tho5  a  God,  he  learnt  t'obey, 

IX. 

God  glorify  his  Child  in  thee  ; 

His  Spirit  guide  thy  Infancy. 

To  follow  and  to  learn  of  Christ, 
Of  all  Attainments  h  thehighTt. 

X.  From 
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From  what  be  fuffer'd,  did,  and  faid, 
Thou  haft  more  Profit  than  he  had  ; 
'Twas  thine  entailed  Mifery 
Made  him  become  a  Child  like  thee. 
XL 
If  thou  conformTt  thy  Mind  to  His, 
Thou  art  entitled  to  that  Blifs, 

Which  this  incarnate  God  regained 
For  All  whom  Adam's  Sin  had  ftaiti'd. 
XII. 
Sleep  now,  my  Dear,  and  take  thy  Reft  j 
And  if  with  riper  Years  thou'rt  bleft, 
Encreafe  in  VVifdom  Day  and  Night, 
Till  thou  attainTt  th'etemal  Light. 

Of  Death  and  Refurre&ion. 

Ach  lieben  Chriften  feyd  getrojim 

I. 

YE  Chriftians,  pluck  your  Courage  up  ; 
Shake  off  your  Souls' Oppreffion  ! 
If  you'd  avoid  the  general  Cup 

Of  God's  own  Vifitatioii. 
Let  us  confefs  his  Judgments  juft, 
And  Adam's  Sons  but  tranfient  Duft  > 
From  Death  none  is  exempted. 

II.  Lord, 
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II. 

Lord,  we  refign  into  thy  Hands 

Our  Body,  Soul  and  Spirit  : 

We  come  and  go  at  thy  Commands  ; 

Death  is  our  real  Merit. 
Whilft  dwelling  in  this  finful  Clay, 
Pain  will  attend  us  ev'ry  Way  \ 

But  joy  we  hope  hereafter. 

III. 

No  Corn  can  yield  the  proper  Fruit, 

Except  'tis  fown  and  bury'd  *, 
Our  Flefh  muft  moulder  to  the  Root, 

Before  it  can  be  carry'd 
To  that  unutterable  Blifs, 
Where  Christ,  our  blelt  Redeemer,  is 
Prepar'd  to  meet  his  Lovers. 

IV. 
Why  fhou'd  we  dread  the  Thoughts  of  Death 

In  daily  Converfation, 
Being  convinced,  by  ev'ry  Breath, 

Of  our  inconltant  Station  ? 
Had  we  the  good  old  Simeon's  Senfe, 
We'd  joy  with  him  to  go  from  hence 

In  th'Arms  of  our  Redeemer. 

V. 

Our  Breath  infirm  <3n  God  depends  i 

From  him'sour  Prefervation  i 
5Tis  he  that  Guardian- Angels  fends 

To  further  our  Salvation : 
And,  as  a  Hen  protects  her  Brood 
From  Birds  of  Prey,  that  feek  their  Blood, 

So  doth  the  Lord  his  Children. 

C  c  VI.  Wake 
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J  VI< 

' Wake  or  afieep,  in  Life  or  Death, 
We  are  in  God's  Pofleffion : 
A  Baptix'din  Christ,  we're  brought  by  Faith, 

T?approach  God's  Habitation  : 
What  we  have  loft  in  Adam's  Fall, 
Christ  has  recover'd  for  us  ail  ; 
I  Prais'd  be  the.  Lord  of  Mercy. 


Hertzlich  lieb  hao  ich  dich>  0  Herr  ! 

I. 
rr^HEE,  Lord,  I  love  with  facred  Awe  : 
J^  Thy  gracious  Prefence  ne'er  withdraw 

From  me  thy  feeble  Creature  *, 
Th'whole  World  is  taftlefs  to  my  Soul ; 
I  find  no  Reft  within  the  Pole, 

But  in  thy  loving  Nature  ; 
Nay,  if  the  Strings  of  Life  were  broke, 
Thou  art  my  never-failing  Rock, 

My  Joy,  my  Comfort,  and  my  All, 

Whofe  Blood  redeem'd  me  from  the  FalL 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,    Thy  faving  Name 
Freferve  me  from  eternal  Shame. 

II. 

'Tis  thy  free  Gift,  what's  counted  mine. 
My  Body,.  Soul  and  Mind  is  thine, 

With  all  this  Life's  Enjoyment. 
Lord,  grant  me  fuch  a  grateful  Senfe, 
To  make  the  Praife  of  Providence 

My  chief  and  beft  Employment.  Pre- 
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Preferve  me  from  Delufion  free  •• 
Deftroy  old  Satan's  Tyranny; 

In  all  Afflictions  bear  me  up 

With  Chriftian  Courage,  Faith  and  Hope  : 
Great  Saviour  Christ,  my  Sovereign  Lord, 
In  th'  Hour  of  Death  thy  Help  afford. 

III. 

Lord,  let  thy  bleft  Angelick  Bands 
Convey  my  Soul  into  thy  Hands, 

When  now  my  Heart  is  breaking. 
The  Body  in  its  Tomb  refine 
From  all  th'  inherent  Drofs  of  Sin, 

Till  Thou  commandTt  its  waking  j 
Then  raife  me  to  that  glorious  Place, 
Where  I  may  fee  Thee  Face  to  Face, 

To  fing  with  all  thy  Saints  above 

The  Wonders  of  Redeeming  Love. 
O  Christ,  my  Lord,  I'll  here  adore, 
And  praifeThee  there  for  evermore. 


Herr  Jefu  drift,  meins  Lebens  Licht. 

To  the  Tune  :  0  Lcrd,  hoiv  many  Afijetifa 
I. 

LORD  Jesu,  Fountain  of  my  Life, 
Sole  Comfort  in  this  Stage  of  Strife, 
I'm  travelling  by  this  worldly  Inn, 
Tir'd  with  the  Load  of  Self  and  Sin. 

C  c  %  II.  Tc 
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II. 

The  Journey's  hard  ;  the  Path  is  (freight, 
Which  leads  to  blefled  Sion's  Gate  ; 

The  Land  I  come  from,  and  had  loft, 

But  am  regaining  at  thy  Coft. 

III. 

My  Heart  oft  trembles  by  the  Way. 

The  Flefh  is  frail,  and  runs  aftray  : 
The  longing  Spirit  cries  in  me, 
Lord,  hafte  and  bring  me  home  to  Thee. 

IV. 

Support  me  by  thy  bitter  Death, 
When  I'm  to  yield  my  dying  Breath  ; 

Thy  Blood  refrefh  my  Soul  within  ; 

Thy  Bonds  break  all  the  Chains  of  Sin. 

V. 

The  Blows  and  Stripes  that  fell  on  thee 

Heal  up  the  Wounds  of  Sin  in  me. 
Thy  great  Reproach,  thy  fhameful  Crown 
Rejoice  my  Heart  before  thy  Throne. 
VI. 

Thy  Thirft  and  naufeous  Draught  of  Gall 

Refrefh  my  Soul  in  ev'ry  Thrall ; 
Thine  Agony,  thy  dying  Breath, 
Redeem  me  from  eternal  Death. 
VII. 

Thy  Wounds  be  to  mv  Soul,  while  here, 

A  Refuge  fure,  in  evVy  Fear  ; 
In  them  I'll  feek  a  fheltring  Place, 
When  Satan  hath  mv  Soul  in  Chace. 

VIILUn- 
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VIII. 
Unto  my  Heart,  when  Speech  I  want, 
The  UttVance  of  thy  Spirit  grant: 

And  grant,  my  Soul  to  Heav'n  may  rife, 

When  Death  in  Darknefs  feals  my  Eyes* 
IX. 
Thy  dying  Breathings  be  my  Light, 
When  Death  brings  on  its  fable  Night  : 

Grant  me  a  calm  and  decent  End ; 

And  fave  me  when  my  Head  I  bend, 
X. 
Thy  Crofs  lhall  be  my  Staff  in  Life  ; 
Thy  Grave,  my  Place  of  Reft  from  Strife  ! 

Thy  Napkin  and  thy  winding  Sheet 

Shall  bind  my  Head,  Rreaft,  Hands  and  Feet. 
XL 
The  Prints  thy  facred  Limbs  received 
A  dure  my  Heart,  that  I  am  fav'd. 

Through  th7  Opening  of  thy  Side  convey 

My  Soul  to  thine  eternal  Day, 

XII. 

Thy  Farewell-Words  I'll  make  my  own: 
Thv  Death  did  for  my  Sins  attone. 

One' wide  the  Gates  of  Heavenly  Grace, 

When  I  conclude  my  Chriftian-Race. 
XIII. 
When  I  revive,  at  thy  Command, 
O  place  me,  Lord,  at  thy  right  Hand, 

Beyond  the  Fate  which  dooms  thy  Foes 

To  lan^uiih  in  eternal  Woes! 

IV.  Then 
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XIV. 

Then,  Lord,  thine  Image  quite  renew 
Within  my  Soul  and  Body  too  ; 
And  make  it  radiant  as  thy  own, 
More  radiant  than  the  brighte-ft  Sun. 

x. 

O,  what  amazing  Love  and  Joy 
Shall  mine  and  Angels'  Tongues  employ  ! 
How  lhall  we  fmg,  with  all  thy  Race, 
The  bleft  Enjoyment  of  thy  Face. 


Chrijlm  der  iji  mein  Leben. 

I 

CHRIST  is  my  Light  and  Treafure  j 
In  Death  he  is  my  Life  ; 
Through  him  I  leave  with  Pleafure 
.    This  World  of  Sin  and  Strife. 

II. 

"With  Joy  my  Soul  is  ready 

To  meet  my  Brother  Christ  : 
Our  Union  fhall  be  fteady, 

Oar  Love  raised  to  the  highTt. 

in. 

World,  Sin  and  their  Temptation 

Are  conquer'd  by  his  Blood; 
His  Death  leal'dmy  Salvation 

With  my  forgiving  God. 

IV.  Wheit 


Of  Death-  and  KeiArrrectioii 


^ 


4- 


i 


U- 


■v-eA-e- 


71-H8-Q- 


3? 


Ch rift  is  my  liaht  arid   treaff/re    in 


^#^MW 


p'\  "=)!■'  J 


xc 


P 


Death  /ze  is  mv  Hfe        In  him  I  JLive 


(f      7<T 


£ 


^: 


2 


S 


m 


0     o 


O    +3  Q 


I 


isi 


XT 


with    Plea.  -  fvre    this    World  of   sin 
, 1-+-1H A= = 1     <T  f  ^-4-4- 


XC 


«3 


P3 


£ 


m 


•% 


I 


|     I     j     ■     H^ 


■«-*■ 


XT 


£ 


ri/tt{    strife 


jp— cr 


1 


-*-  I     t     • — •- 


43 


TX 


1 


- 


^"'ll'lllJ'llTli^g 


Mr/  Life  Iiwru  to  God  refiaiiAi  his 


AlyLife 


s 


£ 


f4f4 


PS 


pa 


£ 


s 


n 


-e- 


^h|iVl  «)•>»■!  1l.r^= 


decree  Til  ftbh  repine  Will  he  proloiic 


M 


^ 


=Q 


4- 


te  proiona 


n=g: 


IT 


fiyw'i  'uvm 


imp  mmmifril  JDays  His  j>romiGL  arace  Cuf- 


3f#^j 


i=a 


-e- 


r 


fyri'iOTrgi^i 


1 1 1 1 1 


—fi—ces  me    to  run  my    race 

_£ -   7     : . 


£ 


ffffPj 


I 


K 


IE 


^ 


*-r 


— — — ^ ^ 

Of  Death  and  Rcfurrccfion.        199 

IV. 

When  all  my  Pow'rsare  fainting, 

And  Speech  is  from  me  fled. 
Ac*pt,  OLord,  mv  Panting, 

Accept  my  Sighs  in  Stead, 

y.<. 

With  humble  Refignation 

On  Christ  I  lean  my  Head  : 
At  th'Hour  of  Expiration 

His  Crofs  (hall  be  my  Bed. 
VI. 
Then,  Lord,  with  Thee  united, 

Difplay  to  me  thy  Blifs; 
And  let  mv  Soul  be  plighted 

To  endlefs  Love  and  Peace. 


Ich  hab  me  in  Sach  Gott  heim  gejlellt. 

I. 

"\/f  Y  Life  I  now  to  Godrefign  : 
JLY A     At  his  Decree  I'll  not  repine.. 

Will  he  prolong  my  mournful  Days. 
His  promised  Grace 

Suffices  me  to  run  my  Race. 

IT. 

I  die  at  his  appointed  Hour. 
Who  dares  refift  his  fov'reign  Pow'r  ? 
My  very  Hairs  he  knows 'email, 

Both  great  and  fmall, 
Without  his  Will  not  one  can  fall. 

IILWhat 
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III. 

What  is  our  Life  ?  A  conftant  Scene 
Of  Sighs  and  Tears,  of  Care  and  Fain  : 
Moments  of  Sin,  and  Months  of  Wit f^ 

Here  ebb  and  flow, 
Till  we  are  fummon'd  hence  to  go. 
IV. 
What  is  a  Man  ?  a  Clod  of  Earth, 
A  needy  Mortal  from  his  Birth  ; 
Brought  Nothing  with  him,  when  he  came. 

But  Sin  and  Shame  ; 
And  naked  leaves  this  worldly  Frame. 
V. 
No  Greatnefs,  Wit,  nor  golden  Store 
Can  here  obtain  a  better  Score : 

'Gainlt  Death  no  Phyfick  can  prevail : 

No  Fee  nor  Bail 
Can  cancel  Adam's  fad  Entail. 
VI. 

To  Day  we  live,  look  fair  and  red  ; 
To  Morrow  faint,  are  lick  or  dead  : 

To  Day  we  bloflbm  like  a  Rofe  ; 
Anon  who  knows 

But  Death  prefents  the  Farewell-Dofe. 

VII. 

Lord,  make  us  number  thus  our  Days, 
T'apply  our  Hearts  to  Wifdom's  Ways, 

And  learn,  how  fwift  our  Moments  fly, 
That  all  muftdie, 

Poor,  Rich,  Young,  Ola,  the  Low  and  High. 

YIII.  This 
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VIII. 

This  is  the  Fruit  of  Adam's  Fall; 
Death  like  a  Conqu'ror  feizeth  all ; 

Siri  gives  him  Pow'r  o'er  human  Race  5 
There  is  no  Place 

Exempt  from  his  continual  Chace. 

IX. 

Evil  and  Few,  as  Jacob  fays, 
Alas,  I  count  my  Pilgrim-Days. 

Whfcn  God  fhall  call  his  Servant  home, 
I'll  meet  my  Tomb, 

In  Hopes  of  lafting  Joys  to  come; 

X. 

And  tho'  I  feel  the  Guilt  of  Sin 
Afiaulting  me  without^  within, 

I  know,  God  gave  his  only  Son, 
Who  can  attone 

For  what  I  all  my  Life  have  done. 

XL 

'Tis  he  my  Lord  and  Saviour  Christ, 
Who  for  my  Sins  was  facrifie'd, 
And  rofe  triumphant  from  the  Grave, 

That  he  might  fave 
My  Soul  from  being  Satan's  Slave. 
XIL 
To  him  I  give  my  Life  and  Breath  : 
His  Love  (hall  guide  my  Soul  through  Death* 
And  bring  me  to  that  blefled  Place, 
Where  Face  to  Face 
I  (hall  behold  the  God  of  Grace. 
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XIII. 

This  gives  me  Comfort  and  Relief 
In  all  my  greateft  Pain  and  Grief, 

That  I  fhall  rife,  when  Christ  appears, 

"Without  the  Tears 
I  ftied  in  my  diftreffed  Years, 
XIV. 
To  Thee,  Lord  Christ,   I  humbieprefs, 
To  cloath  me  with  thy  Righteoufnefs : 
Within  thy  Wounds  I  crave  a  Place, 

O  Source  of  Grace  ! 
For  there's  my  only  Happinefs. 
XV. 
Amen  !  Thou  Sovereign  God  of  Love, 
Grant  us  thy  Blifs  when  we  remove, 
That  All  redeemed  by  thy  Blood 

May  find  in  God 
Their  everlaftingfure  Abode. 


Of  the  lafi  Judgment. 

Es  ijl  gewifslich  an  der  Zeit. 

To   the  Tune  :  Raife  your  Devotion. 

1. 

)  fTpIS  fure,  that  awful  Time  will  come, 
I        When  Christ,  the  Lord  of  Glory, 

Shall  from  his  Throne  give  Men  their  Doom, 
And  change  what's  Tranfitory. 

Who 
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Who  then  will  renture  to  retire, 
When  all's  to  be  confum'd  by  Fire, 
As  Peter  has  declared  ? 

II. 

The  waking  Trumpets  All  fhall  hear 
Throughout  the  whole  Creation  •, 

And  all  the  Dead  fhall  then  appear, 
Plac'd  in  their  proper  Station  -■> 

But  all  the  Living  at  that  Time 

Shall,  in  a  Manner  more  fublime, 
Endure  a  Tranfmutation. 

III. 

The  great  Account  fhall  then  be  read 
Of  all  Mens'  Lives  and  Anions ; 

And  Young  and  Old  the  Sentence  dread 
Of  their  Mifdeeds  and  Fa&ions  ; 

Here  is  no  Shelter  for  Efcape, 

But  All  fhall  fee  the  very  Shape 
Thy  Soul  has  here  contra&ed. 

IV 

Woe  then  to  him,   that  has  defpis'd 

God's  Word  and  Revelation, 
And  here  done  Nothing  but  devis'd 

His  Lufts'Gratification  : 
Then  how  confounded  will  he  ftand, 
When  he  muft  go  at  Ch r  i  s  T'sCommand 

With  Satan  to  Hell-Torment. 
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V. 

Grant,  Jesu,  then  my  Name  be  found 

Within  thy  Book  unblotted, 
"When  All  with  Awe  fhall  ftand  around 

To  hear  their  Doom  allotted  ; 
Of  which  I  doubt  not  in  the  lea  ft, 
For  thou,  a?  Saviour  ^nd  High-Prieft, 

Haft  purchased  my  Salvation. 
VI. 
I  know,  as  Judge  thou  (halt  appear, 

As  well  as  Interceffor ; 
Yet  hope,  in  humble  Faith  and  Fear, 

ThouMt  call  me  thy  Confeffor, 
And  bring  me  to  that  bleffed  Place, 
Where  I  fhall  fee,  with  open  Face, 

The  Glory  of  thy  Kingdom. 
VIL 
O  Jesu  !  fhorten  thy  Delay, 

And  haften  thy  Salvation, 
That  we  may  fee  that  glorious  Day 

Produce  a  new  Creation, 
O  come,  O  Lord,  oar  Judge  and  King  !  ' 
Come,    change  our  mournful  Notes,  to  fing 

Thy  Praife  for  ever,  Amen. 
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Of  ReU  and  Eternal  Torment. 

0  Ewigkeit  !  du  Bonner  Wort. 

I. 

ETernity !  tremendous  Word, 
Home  -  ftriking  Point,  Heart  -  piercing 

Beginning  without  Ending  !  (Sword, 

Eternity  !  without  a  Shore, 
Where  ever-fiery  Billows  roar, 

What  is  thy  Sight  portending  ? 
One  Glimpfe  of  thine  unfathom'd-Dfcep 
Wou'd  route  a  Wretch  from  finful  Sleep. 

IL 
What  Pain  was  ever  thought  fo  great, 
That  muft  not  with  the  Time  abate, 

And  lofe  its  utmoft  Rigour  ? 
Eternity  does  never  ceafe, 
Admits  no  Manner  of  Releafe, 

But  keeps  its  conftant  Vigour  : 
Or,  as  our  Saviour's  Words  exprefs, 
Eternity  has  no  Redrefs. 
III. 
Eternity  !  how  long,  how  long, 
Thou  feizeft  Senfes,  Heart  and  Tongue 

With  pannick  Fear  and  Terrour! 

When 
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When  I  revolve  thy  dreadful  Chains 
In  that  Abyfsofendlefs  Pains, 

I'm  overwhelmed  with  Horrour. 
What's  in  this  Life  of  Mifery 
So  frightful  as  Eternity  ? 
IV. 
Shou'd  Hell  endure  as  many  Years , 
As  many  Men  this  World  of  Tears 

Has  feen  from  the  Creation  • 
As  many  Stars  adorn  the  Sky, 
As  many  Leaves  the  Woods  fupply, 

You'd  hope  for  its  Ceflation. 
This  Sum  of  Ages  wou'd  but  be 
One  Moment  to  Eternity. 

V. 
But  having  fpent  in  endlefs  Fears 
So  many  Thoufand  Thoufand  Years, 

Thy  Scene  is  ftill  beginning ; 
When  thou  haft  fuffer'd  all  thefe  Times 
The  juft  Reward  of  wilful  Crimes, 

Thy  Thread  ne'er  ceafes  fpinning. 
Th'eternal  Now,  who  can  unfold  ? 
'Tis  ever  new,  but  never  old. 

VI. 

O  Lord,  how  is  thy  Sentence  juft 
In  leaving  Man,  that  Rebel-Duft, 

To  his  deferv'd  Damnation   ! 
Short  wilful  Sins  committed  here 
With  long  Remorfe  are  punifh'd  there. 

O  Woe  beyond  Relation  ! 
Weigh  this,  thou  harden'd  Heart  and  Face 
Thy  Time  is  Ihort,  Death  comes  apace. 

VII  Haft 
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VIL 

Haft  thou  yet  Senfe  ?  avoid  the  Snare  •> 
Thy  Pieafures  fleeting  Moments  are, 

That  dye  as  faft  as  talted  ; 
Thefe,  at  the  Hazard  of  thy  Sou], 
Doft  thou  purfue  without  Controul, 

And  fceft  thy  Minutes  wafted  ? 
Thou  fenfelefs  Wretch,  thoumatchlefs  Fool, 
Thou  laughTt  and  art  the  Devil's  Tool. 
VIII. 

As  long  as  God  eternal  reigns, 
And  his  Almighty  Sway  retains, 

Hell-Torment  will  be  lairing  ; 
They  fhall  be  plagu'd  with  Cold  and  Heat? 
Thirft,  Hunger  \  Fire  fhall  be  their  Meat, 

Their  Worm  is  never  wafting  -, 
And  this  unequalPd  Mifery 
"Won't  end  till  God  lhall  ceafe  to  be. 

IX. 

Awake  and  rife  from  finful  Sleep : 
Bethink  thy  felf,  thou  ftraying  Sheep  : 

Return  by  true  Repentance : 
A  rife,  thy  wicked  Ways  amend  ; 
The  Glafs  of  Life  runs  to  its  End  ; 

Then  fhiver  at  thy  Sentence  •, 
Perhaps  within  few  Minutes  Breath 
ThouVt  fnatch'd  away  by  fudden  Death, 

X. 
Let  neither  worldlv  Gaia  nor  Luft, 
Ambition,  Pride,  nor  golden  Duft 

Longer  enflave  thy  Paflions ; 

Look 
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Look  how  the  carnal  Lethargy 
O'er-fpreads  the  great  Majority, 

Who  fport  with  all  Temptations  ; 
Above  all  Things  keep  in  thy  Sight    . 
The  'forenam'd  long  eternal  Night. 

XL 
Moft  Reprobate  of  all  Mankind, 
Bereft  of  Senfe,  hard-hearted,  blind, 

Why  doft  thou  love  the  Creature  ? 
Shall  that  eternal  Gulph  of  Hell, 
Where  Millions  of  Tormentors  dwell. 

Ne'er  fhock  thy  finful  Nature  ? 
Can  then  no  Tongue,  no  Eloquence 
Perfuade  thee  to  a  better  Senfe  ? 

XIL 
Eternity  !  tremendous  Word, 
Home- ftriking  Point,  Heart-piercing  Sword* 

Beginning  without  Ending ! 
Eternity  without  a  Shore  ! 
Where  ever  fiery  Billows  roar, 

What  is  thy  Sight  portending  ? 
Lord  Jbsu,    when  it  pleafes  Thee, 
Bring  me  tobleft  Eternity. 
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Of  Heave n,  and  the  Hea- 
venly Jerusalem. 

0  Ewigkeit  !  du  Freuden  Wort. 

To  the  foregoing  Tuns, 

I. 

ETernity,  delightful  Sound ! 
Where  real  Joys  are  to  be  found, 
And  Scenes  of  endlefs  Glory  ! 
O  Life  !  where  Pleafures  ever  roll, 
Thy  Foretafte  entertains  my  Soul 

With  Blifs  not  tranfitory. 
Come  All,    who  long  for  Heav'n  on  Earth, 
You'll  find  it  in  the  Second  Birth. 

IL 
The  Glories  of  this  prefent  World 
By  Time  and  Tide  are  tofs'd  and  hurl'd 

Down  to  their  full  Deftru&ions. 
Look  up,  my  Soul,    th'eternal  Hills, 
Where  Pleafures  glide  on  Chryftal  Rills 

With  ever  new  Produ&ions  i 
For,  as  thebleft  Apoftles  fay, 
That  Blifs  admits  of  no  Decav, 

E  e  III.  Eter- 
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Eternity!  thy   endlefs Length 

Infpires  my  Soul  with  Christian  Strength 

To  bear  thefe  Ihort  Afflictions. 
Confid'ring  thine  eternal  Blifs, 
I  flight  this  World's  Calamities 

And  conftant  Contradi&ions  ; 
Whilft  there  I  fix  my  longing  Soul* 
Where  blilsful  Years  for  ever  rolh 

IV. 

If  you  wou'd  ballance  all  the  Pain 
And  Torments  of  the  Martyrs  flain^ 

E'en  from  the  Fall  of  Adam, 
With  that  furpafling  glorious  Prtee 
Referv'd  for  Saints  in  Paradife, 

Paft  mortal  Senfe  to  fathom, 
They  wou'd  be  found  too  light  and  frail 
To  move,  much  lefs  to  turn  the  Scale. 

V. 

Refleft  upon  the  dreadful  Coafts 
Of  Hell,  and  all  the  frightful  Ghofts 

Tormenting  one  another ! 
Where  numerous  Crouds  of  Sinners  lye  : 
Tortur'd  with  keen  Defpair  they  try 

Their  Confciences  to  (mother. 
O  !  what  furprizing  Grace  is  this, 
Which  frees  us  from  that  dark  Abyfs  ! 
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VI. 

In  Hcav'n  our  happy  Eyes  and  Ears 
Shall  itill  enjoy,  for  endlefs  Years, 

Tranfcending  Scenes  of  Pieafure  ; 
There  all  the  Saints  in  God  rejoice  ; 
They  love  and  fing  with  Heart  and  Voice 

The  Praife  of  God,  their  Treafure: 
There  Christ  reveals  a  greater  Store 
Of  Blifs,  than  they  conceived  before. 

VII. 

How  do  I  long  and  faint  to  fee 
The  Courts  of  bleft  Eternity 

In  all  their  glorious  Beauty  ! 
Fd  part  with  all  the  Toys  of  Senfe, 
Take  Wings  of  Faith  and  fiy  from  hence 

To  the  Reward  of  Duty. 
If  fhought  alone. gives  fuch Delight, 
What  muft  th'  Enjoyment  of  thy  Sight  ! 

VIII. 

Away  with  all  the  Dreams  of  Time :  * 
Away  what  Worldlings  callfublime  : 

Away  with  finful  Pieafure  : 
Away  with  all  the  golden  Duft : 
What  Thieves  mayfteal,  or  Time  can  ruft  i 

I  long  for  greater  Treafure : 
Nothing  created  can  fuffice 
A  Soul,  made  for  eternal  Joys. 
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IX. 

Eternity  !  delightful  Sound  ! 
"Where  real  Joys  are  to  be  found 

And  Scenes  of  endlefs  Glory  ! 
O  Life,  where  Pleafures  ever  roll ! 
Thy  Foretafte  entertains  my  Soul 

With  Blifs  not  tranfitory. 
O  Jesu,    fix  this  Senfe  in  me, 
Till  thflu  revealTt  Eternity. 
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